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Chapter 1

 

 

 "Jesus, stop staring, you’re about to drool all over your English paper." I looked at my best friend of 10 years, as her eyes moved undisturbed across the room of our school study hall. 

"Lizzie, would ya shut up, what if he hears you?" Miranda replied with enough snap to make me think she must have been some kind of turtle in another life. 

"That would require being able to observe and process more than a lineup of guys asses in some grassy field in front of you," I said smugly. 

Miranda laughed and rolled her eyes, “Well, he sure is observing Kristy's new push up bra right now.” 

Sighing, I looked up and watched as Matt Star, QB of the football team; glued his eyes on the head cheerleader’s impressive rack in her impossibly tight cheerleader uniform.

"It looks like Victoria's Secret's out of the bag today," I said while chewing on my favorite blue pen, a disgusting habit of mine. 

Miranda's attention suddenly focused on me. “Not all girls are blessed to naturally have a curvy body like you…you know." She paused and raised a brow. "Not that you would ever let anyone see it before hell freezes over. Maybe if you weren't so focused on school books and actually concentrated on your appearance; you wouldn't have such a stick up your butt all the damn time," she said before hastily closing her English book.

"Ouch, looks like someone’s on the rag this week." Came a voice out of nowhere. I looked over and saw Miranda's boyfriend Bill walking over to sit beside us. Behind him, followed Bill's friend Sean, laughing. 

Bill grabbed Miranda's face and gave her a quick kiss on the lips before he spoke, "Down girl, be nice to the people who love you." 

Miranda then turned to look at me with a guilty expression on her face. "I'm sorry Lizzie, I don't know what’s wrong with me today. You know I think you're perfect just the way you are." 

"Aww, now kiss and make up," Sean said before Bill and him made obnoxious kissing noises and laughed like it was the funniest thing they had ever heard. 

I wanted to start yelling at them, but the loud bell above me stopped me in my tracks. 

I shoved my books in my overused green school bag. "See you later guys."

"What time should I pick you up on Saturday, Lizzie?" Miranda asked.

"Crap, guys, I'm really sorry. I totally forgot to ask my parents if I could have off on Saturday. I have to work the night shift at the diner this weekend.”

And every single weekend for the next three months until graduation.

"Come on Lizzie, you've worked every single weekend at the diner since middle school. I'm sure they can get someone to cover you this once."

They could, I thought, but that would require paying someone double what I would work for. 

Ever since graduation loomed in the near future my parents have been even tighter with money than usual. I knew it was because they feared that with the current football class graduating and leaving, the new football class wouldn't remain as loyal to my parent’s diner and they would be forced to close for good. 

I tried to comfort them by telling them that Matt Star’s little brother Greg, was a shoe-in, and the obvious choice for the new QB; and I was sure he would carry on the tradition of heading to our diner after every practice and game, but they still worried. 

I tried reminding them that no other diner would give the entire team free milkshakes in the rare event that they lost, nor would they stay open for another hour for them after they were closed. It never took away their fear, but at least it helped them feel better for a little while. 

I secretly felt horrible about going away to college and not being able to work for them anymore, but I knew I needed to get out of this place. 

I knew it was time for me to spread my wings and be around my own kind. I couldn't wait to talk about science, psychology, and politics and have intelligent conversations with people that had absolutely nothing to do with football. God, I hated the sport and couldn't wait until it was purged from my life for good. 

I couldn't wait to be an actual adult and live on my own. I may have turned 18 last month, but I still felt like a 13-year old. I had barely even gone past second base.

 

***

 

It may have been over a year ago, but I remembered that night like it was yesterday.℗     Miranda, Bill, Sean and I had snuck out on Bills father’s boat. 

In a rare event, my parents went to go visit my grandmother in North Carolina, and had closed the diner for the weekend. 

I could still taste the cheap beer on my tongue and how nervous I was when Miranda suggested we all play a drunken game of truth or dare. The boys eagerly agreed. 

Miranda and I rolled our eyes, because we knew exactly where their thoughts were headed. No one would be daring me to kiss Bill, unless Sean or Bill had a death wish and I was tired of being made fun of for being such a prude. 

Even though my group of friends meant no harm, being referred to as the Prude Ice Queen, really dug at my self- esteem.   Whether I liked it or not, I knew I was getting my first kiss that night and I was too drunk to care at that point. 

“Lizzie, truth, or dare?” Sean asked, while giving a nod to Bill. 

“You know, she’s too pussy for a dare. She’s probably gonna pick truth and give us all a history lesson,” Bill said, while everyone laughed. 

I rolled my eyes and focused on the buzz the alcohol was finally giving me. 

God, I needed to do this more often. Mustering up some determination, I replied, "Okay, assholes, Dare!" I avoided the look of shock on Miranda's face, and tried to look confident.

"Well, well, well. I never thought this day would come," Sean said, with humor in his eyes. "I dare you to make out with Miranda and look like you actually like it." 

"Hey, I happen to be a fabulous kisser!" screeched Miranda. Beside her, Bill nodded in her defense.

I felt so pathetic knowing that my very first kiss wasn’t even going to be with a guy. 

Was I that much of a loser, that I had to turn to my very best friend since elementary school, just to get past this stupid milestone? 

"See, I told you she’s not gonna do it guys, the ice queens officially come out to play." 

There was only one thing left to do. 

Sauntering over to Miranda in all my drunken glory, I grabbed her chin and I did what I had to do. I softly brushed my lips over hers, feeling her hesitancy pushed me even further. It gave me a sick sense of pride, knowing that I was boldly doing something, that even made Miranda nervous. I slowly parted her lips and my tongue softly brushed against hers. 

Finally, I was doing something shocking. It wasn’t until I heard a little moan escape from Miranda’s mouth that I was brought back down to reality. 

"Jesus, Lizzie, who would have ever guessed you were such a great kisser, you little freak," Miranda said in a haze. 

Sean cleared his throat and sat up.   "Well that explains it then, she obviously plays for the other team. It's official." 

He was wrong, I didn’t play for the other team. I played for my own team. Well that; and whatever team Ryan Gosling played for.

Great, this will put the final nail in the coffin, officially ostracizing me in high school. I wouldn’t care, if I actually was gay. In fact, I had a few friends who were and I admired their courage. However, with my strict Christian, football-loving, small town...this sure could make some waves. 

"I’m not gay, ya jerk. I’m pretty sure part of the dare was to look like I enjoyed it. Is your head so far up your ass you can’t even remember what comes out of your mouth anymore?" I replied angrily, while staring at Sean, making sure he noticed the intentional venom in my words.

I guzzled down the rest of my beer and threw the empty can at him. 

"Whoa, feisty, I like it," was Sean’s only comeback.

I smiled to myself, enjoying that I had somewhat managed to shut Sean up for once. Bill's voice broke up the silence, "Now that that’s out of the way, Sean put your money where your mouth is, truth or dare?" 

"Dare bro, always dare," replied Sean, in his impersonation of a super deep masculine voice that always made everyone laugh. 

"Simmer down tough guy. Lizzie’s gonna hate me for this one; but since I now need to remind my girl of how great my lips are. I dare you to take Lizzie in that closet over there and lay a kiss on her that will knock her socks off...and don’t come out before 10 minutes are up," Bill said before hoisting Miranda up on his lap.

I looked over to Miranda giving me the thumbs up sign. That backstabber, something told me Bill and her had this all planned out from the get-go. 

"Let’s just get this out of the way," I said while grabbing Sean’s arm and yanking him in the closet.

"Whoa, slow down tiger, buy the man a meal first," he said chuckling.

I noticed something was off with his laugh; so I turned to look at him. With one hand in his dark red hair, and the other hand in the pocket of his light colored jeans, he actually appeared nervous. 

No way. Not Sean, the guy who talks obscenely about his monthly conquests with the cougars at his dad’s country club. 

No way would Sean be nervous about making out with some 11th grade book worm. I shook the thought out of my head. 

I then reached for the bright overhead light above us and shut it off. 

Sean reached for my hands. "Okay, Winter, lay one on me." 

"Um, last time I checked, this was supposed to be your dare sunshine," I replied while positioning myself against the wall and scooting down to the floor. 

That last beer I chugged was starting to catch up to me and I found myself loosening up. Ha-ha, loosening up, I thought to myself, as I laughed out loud.

"Geez, you really know how to dig away at a man's confidence Lizzie."

I was about to tell him that my laugh had nothing to do with him and it was just an inside joke in my own head, when a pair of lips smashed up against mine. I lightly grabbed the back of Sean’s neck and deepened the kiss.

My drunken courage was taking over my logic and I was thankful that I had remembered to shut off the light overhead. Things were so much easier in the dark. I didn’t have to worry about my lack of body confidence now and I could just live in the moment. 

The kiss became more intense, and I was swept up in the feeling of Sean’s tongue dancing slowly and sweetly with mine.   Not that Miranda was a bad kisser by any means, but who knew Sean out of all people could kiss like this. 

I can’t believe I’m not that nervous right now. I actually feel like a normal girl. 

I lightly grabbed a handful of Sean’s hair, urging him to keep going. 

"Wow Lizzie, I never would have guessed you could be this sexy," Sean said, sounding out of breath against my ear. 

"Whatever, just keep going." 

He lowered his head and I felt his breath against my neck. Then ever so softly, his lips softly nuzzled against my collarbone. I let out a sigh. Normally I would have yelled at myself right about then, but my buzz wanted to savor the moment. I reached up to grab Sean’s head again and eagerly joined his lips with mine. His hand slowly dropped down to the small of my back and in one motion he pulled me up so I was straddling his thighs. I couldn’t help but let myself rock back and fourth, meeting his tongue with every light thrust.

I let out a small gasp as I felt Sean’s erection building through the denim. I couldn’t believe that I actually had this effect on a guy and I found myself overcome with lust. 

Sean leaned down to kiss my neck again and I let myself fall backwards against the wall. I felt his hands grab my behind and then slowly, hesitantly, stroke my stomach before moving up higher to cup my breasts.

"Lizzie, your body feels amazing," Sean whispered.

"You're pretty impressive yourself," I said before I put my hands around his neck, urging him to continue.

He kissed me, this time with more intensity and no hesitancy. He cupped my breasts again and undid the first two buttons on my shirt.

His head dipped lower and he buried his mouth between my cleavage.   My lower stomach tingled and I felt myself growing even more aroused.

That’s when Sean stopped kissing me. 

"Are you sure about this Lizzie? I can stop if you want me to. We don’t have to go any further.”

"No, you don’t have to stop. I mean, not unless you want to?" 

"Fuck no," was his reply, as he moved my hand over to his hard-on. 

I had to remind myself to breathe. It’s just a penis, I thought to myself. It's just Sean’s penis, he’s a guy, and that’s the standard equipment, so just chill the fuck out and enjoy yourself. 

Sean’s fingers reached up and undid the rest of the buttons on my blouse as he leaned in to kiss me again. 

The material fell off my shoulders and I pushed my breasts into his hands. His hands cupped over the white lace until his fingers moved the cups of my bra down, exposing my nipples, as his mouth leaned in for a taste. 

I felt myself growing wet as the tingles in my stomach moved down lower.   

I breathed heavily as his hands reached down- undoing the buttons on my jeans. He kissed me again, softer than before, as he slowly reached inside my jeans and brushed along the lace material of my panties. He lightly teased over my clit through the lace, sending sensations up and down my spine. I let out a low moan, and he answered by repeating the motion. The tingles in my stomach grew to full on somersaults, and I felt myself growing with need.   His finger moved inside the lace material and he lightly stroked my clit, with no barrier this time. 

“Oh Sean. I’m gonna. Oh my God, I'm gonna..." 

"Yeah, baby don’t hold back," Sean whispered…right before I proceeded to throw up all over him. 

My sex-life was over before it even started. 

I wanted to die. 

After that day, I swore I would never let Sean, or any other man in Brookville touch me ever again.




 

Chapter 2 ℗

 

 

"Would you like fries or a shake with that?" I asked the sweaty, almost too handsome for words, wide receiver of the Brookville Buccaneers. Otherwise known as Brandon Rivers. 

The guy I’d secretly harbored the biggest crush on since the 8th grade. 

"You can shake that ass all night for me if you want to." I heard from some snickering voice in the background of the group.

"Please, the only thing that chick knows how to shake is her calculator," Matt Star said, as he elbowed his teammate beside him and laughed. 

"I'll have the fries," Brandon answered. "Along with a muzzle for these assholes." 

Matt sat up and cleared his throat, "Relax Brandon. Why do you always have to be Mr. Gentleman all the damn time? Loosen up bro; we just won the fucking game against the Ravens for crying out loud. I doubt this waitress gives a shit what we say to her. Do ya honey?" 

"Not one bit. I’ll be back with your order soon. But gosh, I forgot my calculator today, so tallying up the bill might take awhile. Unless you want to give me a math lesson," I said before giving Matt the dirtiest look I could muster. 

I smiled extra sweetly as I turned to walk away.

I’d remembered that our math teacher had to pull him aside this week to tell him that he failed his third math test this quarter. He said that if he didn't get a C+ on the next one- as well as the final, he wouldn't be graduating in June. I also remember Matt throwing a fit and screaming about how his football coach and his father would be paying the teacher a visit very soon. 

"Ouch, Burn!" Brandon yelled along with another football player at the table. 

"Whatever douchebags. You think I give a fuck what some chubby little nerd has to say about me? I'm Matt Star. The QB motherfuckers, screw that bitch." 

Brandon laughed. "She wouldn't give you the time of day bro.” 

Walking toward the back I heard my mother whisper, "Honey, can you please just try to be nice to them tonight?" 

"Yeah, Mom. Sorry about that," I replied. I hated when she put me in that position, but I loved and respected my parents enough to follow their wishes. 

I walked over to the table my friends were sitting at. 

"What the heck did you say that got them so riled up?" Sean asked, before he bit into his fry. 

"Oh, you know just being my charming self, as usual," I replied, refusing to look at him. 

Ever since ‘the incident’ last year- as I liked to call it; I couldn't look at him for more than a second at a time. Things were still kind of weird between us, but we remained friends, sort of. Luckily, working every single weekend put a damper on my social life, thus preventing me from any embarrassing situations in the future.

"You're a brave girl Lizzie," Miranda said, looking at me with curious eyes before she continued. "I don't think any girl has ever talked to them like that before." 

I stole a fry off her plate.   "Yeah, well maybe they would learn how to behave like decent human beings, if more did."

I glanced at the clock and groaned. I had been on my feet without a break since 6pm and now it was almost 12am. We were supposed to close half an hour ago. I couldn't wait to get home. 

"Sorry, gotta go. Call me tomorrow," I said before I headed toward the back.

I grabbed the obnoxious football teams order- debated spitting on Matt's burger, thanked the cook and walked back out. 

I placed the plates in front of them. "Here you go guys, enjoy." 

Matt lifted his chin and stared at me hard before he spoke. "I think I deserve a free shake because of how rudely I was treated before." 

This numskull had to be kidding me. The nerve of him. He could afford billions of shakes and he had the audacity to demand a free one after the way he spoke to me. I was about to respond and tell him exactly where he could stick his free shake, when my mother came over and interrupted, "Sure thing boys, what flavor?" 

"Strawberry and thanks Mrs. Winter. It’s a shame you didn't pass down your lovely manners to your daughter," Matt replied, glaring at me. 

Seriously, I’ve never wanted to punch someone more in my life. I was about to pummel him into next week, when I felt a strong arm lightly grab my elbow and lead me toward the bathroom.

I looked up into a pair of dreamy, honey soft brown eyes, belonging to none other than Brandon Rivers. "Look, he had a bit much to drink while celebrating after the game; I know he’s an asshole, but he’s really not worth your anger." 

"He's such a bastard," I whispered. To which I immediately hated myself for, while remembering that Brandon lost his father in a fire back in 9th grade. 

"Um, I mean, he’s such a stupid meathead jock," I said, trying to not let my nervousness show. 

He grinned. "Oh, now that just hurts." 

"Hey man, can you stop flirting with her so I can get my goddamn shake!" Matt yelled from across the diner, before pulling Kristy across his lap. 

"Babe, he’s dating my BFF Heather- of course he’s not flirting with trailer trash silly," Kristy said, in that snobby voice akin to the equivalent of nails on a chalk board. The group of cheerleaders giggled at Kristy's insult. 

Thankfully, it was only the football team and cheerleaders left at the diner; otherwise I would have wanted to crawl under the biggest rock I could find. Well, after bitch-slapping Kristy while informing her that just because my home didn't consist of 10 bedrooms, or even rooms for that matter, it didn't make me trash. Instead I smiled. "Coming right up Matt.” 

This time I made sure I spit in that son-of-a-bitch's food.




 

Chapter 3 ℗

 

 

"Oh screw her and her bra full of chicken cutlets," Miranda said as I finished relaying the events of what happened at the diner after she left. 

I snorted and choked on my drink.   "What’s so funny ladies?" Bill asked, while taking a seat next to Miranda.   Sean and him had walked into the cafeteria only seconds earlier. 

"Just Kristy and her tits," I replied curtly. 

"Hell, I think they're pretty nice if you ask me," Sean said before taking a seat next to me, leaving a decent amount of distance between us. 

"Yeah, well no one was asking you, now were we?" Miranda said, while giving Sean the death stare.

Sean put his hands up defensively and looked at me out of the corner of his eye before he spoke. "I was just giving my opinion. Besides I know a good pair of boobs when I see em." 

What the hell was it with the hormones in this freaking place lately? Part of me was happy, because that's the closest we've ever come to talking about the incident. The other part of me wanted to crawl in my lunch bag at the memory of him seeing my boobs; sans vomit and with vomit a-la-mode. 

I got up to throw the rest of my lunch out. I suddenly wasn't very hungry anymore.

When I returned to the table, Bill was talking about the big senior prank the school was planning. As usual, the football team had the final say in what it was going to be. 

Funny how they never took the wrap for it, or went down with the rest of us for their stupid pranks. Hopefully, the new assistant principal would be able to see through their bullshit...she seemed like a woman who took no crap. 

"What are they planning?" I asked. 

Bill smiled. "They're gluing bras and used panties to the vice-principal's car. Then all the seniors are supposed to get up out of their seats and move in a stampede down the hallways while throwing dildos in the air." 

"What? What kind of a prank is that? That’s not even funny...that's just stupid. In fact, that has to be the most stupid prank I’ve ever heard of."

"Well, better get your dildo ready, because it’s happening in 5 minutes," Bill said while throwing dildos at Miranda and me.

I immediately threw mine back to him. "Eww, I'm definitely not doing that.". 

"Well, rumor has it that anyone without one, will have a personal one given to them by one of the members of the football team, if you catch my drift. So you better take one."   

"Come on Lizzie, it won't be that bad. It’s not like you'll be alone," Miranda said, while moving her hand up and down the dildo, pretending to jerk it off. 

"Gross guys. Come on, grow up." 

"You know Lizzie; if you don't want to hold that one. I'm pretty sure I can give you something else to hold," Sean said, while nodding his head toward the janitor’s closet. 

What the hell was his problem today? Why was he bringing up old embarrassing shit? 

I needed to leave, dildo or no dildo; I just had to get out of there. "And on that note, have fun guys."

I got up and turned around just in time to hear the frantic shouting and marching down the hall. 

"Let’s go guys," Bill said. 

Sean gave me one final look, motioning for me to join them. I quickly walked in the opposite direction, hoping I could quietly escape through the exit on the other side; the one that hardly anyone ever used anymore. It lead to a staircase for the 4th floor, which was currently being renovated.   

As I was getting ready to slip out the door, I heard crackling over the loudspeaker. "Attention, attention all students, stop this disgusting behavior right now or there will be serious consequences!" The authoritarian voice of the vice principal sounded over the loudspeaker. 

I felt bad for her, I really did, but I knew there was no way she was ever going to get my senior class to quiet down; especially with the Buccaneers leading the antics. I walked out the back door, grateful to see a quiet hallway ahead of me.

"That's it, tomorrow's football game is hereby suspended until further notice," the crackling voice above my head stated. 

Wow, a football game had never been suspended in the history of Brookville. 

Serves them right, the stupid meatheads; I thought to myself, smiling.   

I turned to walk down the hallway. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 10 members from the Buccaneers angrily charging toward me, with Matt Star leading the way.

"Grab her!" Matt commanded as they headed in my direction.

Never in my entire life have I wanted a dildo more then that very second.




 

Chapter 4 ℗

 

 

I turned around and sped down the hall trying to outrun them. Yeah Lizzie, like you could outrun half the freaking football team.

I felt a pair of arms grab me and throw me over their shoulder.

Now, I was starting to get nervous. 

"Go up to the 4th floor bathroom, hurry," I heard Matt's voice say to the group. 

If I didn't hate him already. Well, I certainly did then. I raised my head to start yelling, when the hand of the person carrying me went over my mouth. 

"I know how this looks and you have every right to be mad, but just go along with it for now, trust me you're safer that way. Matt's an asshole, but he’s really not that bad." 

I couldn't believe my ears. Brandon Rivers, the only one on football team with any kind of decency, was not only partaking in my kidnapping- he was the freaking mode of transportation for it. 

He ran up the stairs and walked over the yellow tape that cautioned people not to go past that point.   We then made a sharp left and ventured into the boy's bathroom. I started kicking and screaming and finally Brandon let me down. He looked at me with sadness in his eyes, as if asking me not to me mad at him. 

I crossed my arms in front of my chest and headed for the exit. That's when I slammed right into the 8 other football players blocking the door. 

Seriously, could this day get any worse?

I heard a sharp bang on the door. I said a silent prayer, hoping that it would be someone in authority on the other side of it, or one of my friends. Heck, I would even be happy if it was Sean who came charging through that door. 

My hopes were soon dashed, when in came the 6 foot 3 inch, chiseled body of the Buccaneers very own Quarterback; Matt Star. 

Fuck my life. I was no match for whatever he was about to do to me. 

Try to calm down, I told myself. Whatever they were planning really couldn't and wouldn't be that bad. They were still in freaking high school for crying out loud. These weren't men in a gang in some dark alley. These were boys, who up until very recently; were still considered minors. 

They just got their licenses last year; they couldn't be capable of doing the unthinkable. 

Plus, they all have girlfriends, cheerleader girlfriends, who look like they belong on the cover of a magazine. What the heck could they possibly want with me? 

"Well, if it isn't my favorite waitress at the Brookville diner," sneered Matt.   

"What the fuck do you want asshole?"

"Don't be such a bitch. This is your lucky day honey. I'm gonna give you something every loser chick, such as yourself; would be begging for."   

"Yeah, and what’s that?" I asked, fearing the answer. 

"I'm gonna give you some up close and personal time with the football team," Matt stated glaring down at me. 

In one fell swoop, his arms went around my waist and he lifted me up above his head. I felt strong arms all around me as I was being passed across the bathroom, which was definitely at max capacity.

I felt like I was at a rock concert. The worst one of my life. I wanted to puke, I silently begged my body to throw up anything, just to get them to put me the fuck down and let me go. 

I looked over and watched as Brandon stood sheepishly by the door. My eyes begged him to help me and put an end to this craziness. 

Then, I felt a rough pair of hands grab my breasts. "Wow, who knew my favorite waitress had a pair of tits like these,” Matt said, while continuing to feel me up. 

The rest of the guys laughed, except Brandon, who stood stoic with an angry expression on his face, aimed at Matt. 

"Now I know why you hide them under those baggy sweaters all the time," Matt whispered in my ear. "Looks like it’s my lucky day too cupcake." 

"Please, just let me go, we can forget about this whole thing and pretend like it never happened." 

I hated how desperate my voice sounded, but I was becoming terrified.

"Looks like the bitch finally learned some manners," Matt said as he grabbed my shirt and lifted it up, giving everyone a view of my white lacy bra. The same bra I wore that night with Sean. Sean, God how I wished he was here right now. 

"Okay, that's enough.You've made your point." A voice in the crowd growled. 

I looked over as Brandon headed our way. "Well, look who finally decided to join the party, tell you what, I’ll even let you touch them," Matt said before finally putting me down. 

He now dangled me up in front of him, holding me by my arm pits. "Come on, this is stupid, just go home and call Kristy and feel up her tits. Stop making yourself look like a desperate idiot, get it together man," Brandon said before reaching over to lower my shirt. 

"You know, I'm getting really tired of your self-righteous, altar boy act man. Lately you're going around acting like you’re better than the rest of us and I'm sick of it," Matt said with acid in his voice. 

"Brandon, Trevor, Jordan you guys stay, everyone else get the fuck out…shows over." 

I struggled to get out of his arms and join the rest of the group heading toward the door. "Not you cupcake. You're not going anywhere," Matt said as he tightened his grip on me.

I took a deep breath, willing myself to calm down. I thought back to what my science teacher explained about the fight-or-flight mechanism. My body wanted to fight. I wanted to fight, but there was no way my 5-foot 1-inch, 138lb body was any match against this 6-foot-3, 220lb beast, made of pure muscle. I was up shits creek without a paddle and I just had to ride the waves and look for any way out. 

I started to scream, but then Trevor took out some kind of tape and covered my mouth with it. He winked at me. "I always come prepared.” 

"Brandon, you have two choices. One- you could participate. Or two...you could be my watchman. If not, I’ll have Trevor and Jordan take turns being my lookout and they'll gladly be willing to take turns with her too," Matt said with an evil grin. 

I looked up at Brandon, my eyes pleaded for him to look back at me, but he wouldn't. He knew my fate, just as much as I did. 

I could be made fun of and felt up by 3 assholes, for God only knows how long...or I could be groped by one asshole and pray that it would all be over soon. 

Even if Brandon fought back, Trevor and Jordan would definitely take him out and I'd still end up in the same predicament.

"Look man, I know you're a good guy. If I stay outside the door, can you promise me you won’t do anything too crazy? You have a reputation to protect," Brandon said, while motioning for Trevor and Jordan to leave. 

He had to be kidding. Nothing too crazy? Why the fuck was he so worried about Matt's reputation? 

It was a little late for that. Did he not notice the girl right in front of his face, the one being held against her will? The girl who was about to be forced into what I could only hope at best, would be a mild groping session, laced with disgusting insults. 

"Yeah man. I promise, I won’t do anything that you, or our old men wouldn't do. You have my word. I'm just gonna tease her for a bit and I’ll be done. I swear." Matt said before letting go of one of my arms to give him a pound. 

While Brandon walked out the door, I used my now one free hand, to reach up and land a punch directly to his jaw. "Fucking bitch," Matt growled, as he pushed me into the handicap stall.

I tried to move, but Matt had me pinned against the stall, with half my behind resting on top of the toilet paper dispenser. 

There was absolutely nothing I could do. I couldn't even scream. I had a sick feeling that this was going to be the worst moment of my entire life. 

I wasn't going to be walking out of this bathroom the same person again. My life was going to change forever.




 

Chapter 5 ℗

 

"Scratch me again and I’ll hit you so hard, you won’t be able to study another fucking thing for the rest of your miserable life," Matt said, his voice full of malice as he continued to pin me up against the stall door. 

He had already torn my shirt off and undid the button on my jeans. I hated him. Even more; I hated what he was doing. I just wanted to go home, crawl in my bed and cry myself to sleep. 

He grabbed my hair and looked into my eyes. "Play nice and you might actually enjoy yourself. You're with the QB. You'll probably end up touching yourself every night, just thinking about this moment." 

I shook my head and mumbled against the tape stuck to my mouth that he was an asshole.

I heard him undo his belt buckle, he then used it to fasten my hands together before raising them above my head. "This is to make sure you stay put." 

Then, he pulled the zipper to my jeans down. 

My body started to shake and I tried to scream again, but all that managed to come out was an inaudible mumble. 

"Shh baby, I’ll really have you screaming in no time. Don't you worry," Matt said before he lowered his pants and unwrapped something that sounded like a condom. At least I hoped it was a condom. The last thing I needed was some kind of STD. Or even worse, an unwanted pregnancy, all because of this monster. 

I closed my eyes. I couldn't stand to look at him, or glance down. I wanted to go numb. He pulled my jeans down and I heard the tearing of my underwear. Up until this point, I had fought the tears back, but I couldn't hold out any longer. 

As he started to enter me, he stilled himself. "Fuck you're so damn tight. Don’t tell me you're still a virgin or something." 

I started sobbing uncontrollably. "Jesus. Okay…shh, I'm gonna make this special for you." 

Just when I thought this situation couldn't get anymore unbearable; he decided that he wanted to make being raped in a bathroom, while stealing my virginity special? 

"I'm gonna take this off now, but you can’t scream, okay? Besides, school is over. No one will hear you anyway," he said before ripping the tape off my mouth. 

He then unfastened my hands and lowered them. Had the fucker finally come to his senses? Was he gonna let me go? 

"No, I'm not letting you go," he said, as if reading my mind. "I can't. I want this too much now. You're special to me. I’ve never had a virgin before." 

Not only was this situation physically torturous, it was now becoming psychologically excruciating. 

"See, you know one of my secrets. We’re bonding now," he said before he kissed me. 

I wished more than ever that I had just lost my virginity to Sean last year. It would be done and over with, leaving me with a pleasant memory. In fact, I probably wouldn't even be in this predicament now, because I wouldn't have been purposely trying to avoid Sean. 

My god, life really wasn't fair. 

He tilted my chin up. "Okay, here's what I need you to do for me." 

Was he kidding? What else could he want? I was beyond livid. "Sorry, but you're not getting shit from me. I'm just really not into helping rapists," I said with every ounce of hate I had.

He slammed his fist against the stall. "See cupcake, I was trying to make this special for you…I was trying to be the nice guy." 

"Oh yeah, you're swell," I replied, the venom in my voice spewing out. 

"Look bitch, do you not know who I am? The connections my family has? Do you think I can’t ruin your good-for-nothing life in two seconds flat? I could burn your broke ass parents lousy diner down and make it look like an accident that they caused. Then where would that leave them? Where would that leave you?" he ground out, before grabbing my hair and shoving my head against the wall, with enough force to make me feel dizzy. 

"Fine, what do you want? What do you need me to do?" I mumbled, refusing to look up at him. 

"I need you to look in my eyes. Then…tell me that you want me and you love me when I'm inside you," he said before brushing my hair off my neck and kissing me there. 

This psycho is out of his fucking mind.

“Matt, please don't do this,” I pleaded. It was like he never even heard me.

A surge of guilt rushed over me. I couldn't let my parents suffer and lose everything because of this, especially with me going off to college. The diner was all they had left. 

"Ready, now look into my eyes," he said, as he adjusted himself over the opening of my most delicate place.   

Swallowing every last ounce of self worth I had left, I lifted my head and looked into his eyes, his dark brown, evil eyes. "I want you, and I...I love you Matt,” I stammered as he pierced my flesh and entered me.

I didn't know which feeling was worse- the physical pain of having my virginity stolen from me; or being forced to look into the eyes of the person who ruthlessly took it...while telling them I loved them as they did it.




 

Chapter 6 ℗

 

 

“Lizzie, are you okay?" I heard a voice say before rushing over to me as I lay on the dirty bathroom floor. 

"Yeah, is he gone?" I asked, as a hand gently stroked my back and held me in their arms. 

I struggled to adjust my eyes and looked up at Brandon. "Yeah, he’s gone, he promised me he wouldn't do anything serious, Jesus, what did he do to you?" 

"I can’t...I can’t..." I replied, starting to sob. 

"Oh God. Okay Lizzie. I'm gonna take you to the hospital." 

Oh, no.

"No! You can’t. Please, don't!" I begged, my sobs now becoming hysterical. 

"Okay, I really think you should go, but I can’t force you. What can I do Lizzie? I’ll do anything, please just tell me," Brandon said as he softly rocked me back and forth in his arms. 

"Can I have my shirt please?" I asked, while trying to pull up my pants. "Yeah, no problem," he paused, "Fuck, it’s shredded. Lizzie you can’t wear this, it's ruined." 

He took off his hoodie before he spoke. "Here, put this on, this will keep you warm." 

"No, I’ll manage thanks," I said while staring at the mess that was left of my shirt.

"Please, it’s the least I could do, especially since you won’t let me take you to the hospital," Brandon said as he slowly lifted my arms and pulled the soft fabric down over me. 

He helped me to my feet. "Can you walk?"

I turned my head and saw the tiny drops of blood on the floor, underneath the toilet paper dispenser. I didn't want to look down at my jeans. I already knew what they would look like. I just hoped Brandon's hoodie was long enough to hide most of the damage.

"I'm so sorry Lizzie, I never thought he would do something like this, I never thought he was even capable of something like this." 

I needed to get home, I needed to get home and forget everything that happened. I pushed Brandon off me.   "I’m fine and I really don't want to talk about this, ever, okay? Please just stop touching me. I can’t take it." Brandon immediately released me from his arms, but he still left his hand on my back supporting me, as we walked out of the bathroom. 

The school looked like a ghost town; I looked out the big window by the stairs and noticed that the sun was starting to set. As I took my first step down the stairs, I stumbled and struggled to gain my composure. Brandon caught me. "Just let me help you Lizzie.". 

He pulled me into his arms again, this time carrying me like I was a baby, instead of the fireman's hold I was in when he originally carried me up the stairs. I couldn't take the morbid irony, so I just closed my eyes and forced myself to think of anything else but the events of the day. I felt the cold breeze hit my face as he continued to carry me outside the school building, neither of us saying a word. 

I needed the silence…I needed to forget what happened. I never wanted to talk about it again. I just wanted to go to sleep. 

I felt a cool sensation against my back as I was being lowered against a tan leather seat. I opened my eyes and realized that I was now sitting in the passenger seat of Brandon's black infinity. 

"I'm gonna take you home. If you change your mind about the hospital at any time, I’ll drop everything and take you." 

I drifted back to sleep and I didn't wake up until we pulled up in front of my house. "How do you know where I live?" I asked, wondering when I had told him my address. 

"I looked at your license. You looked peaceful, I didn't want to wake you." 

"Oh." I replied before getting up to get out of his car. 

"Let me help you," Brandon said scrambling to get out of the car and open my side of the door. 

"No, don't. I don't want my Dad to freak out, wondering why some strange boy is carrying his daughter into the house. I can manage, really.” 

I pulled myself up and took my first few steps toward the house. "Brandon?" 

"Yeah, Lizzie?"   

"Thanks," I said before I started making my way to the front door. 

 

***

 

"Lizzie-Bear, what happened to you? You're bleeding," I heard my father’s voice say behind me, as I quietly crept up the stairs.

Taking a deep breath, I turned around, "Oh. Um, yeah Dad, I had an accident. A girl accident."

I was silently hoping he would mistake my quietness for embarrassment. 

"I'm sorry Lizzie-bear. Your mother's not home right now, but uh, do you want some chocolate or something?" he said looking at me like I was a nuclear bomb that could go off at any second. 

Funny, it was exactly how I felt. 

"No, I'm okay Dad, thanks anyway. I just really need to go rest right now." 

"Okay baby, let me know if you change your mind," he replied before he headed back to the living room to watch a football game. Ugh, football.

I finished climbing the stairs and headed toward the bathroom that joined both my parent’s room and mine. I stripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water run over my body. I tried to block out flashbacks of what happened, but it felt like my brain was on auto-replay. 

After Matt had finished, he kissed me and told me I did a good job...whatever that meant. 

He also threatened my parent’s diner again if I ever dared to go to the cops with my version of what happened between us.

He reminded me, that it would be my word against him and our town’s beloved football team and that I didn't stand a chance. He emphasized that it would only make my parents lose business and it would end up ruining them completely. 

As sick as it sounds...the logical part of me knew that he was right. 

Matt Star had money, power, and influence. The triple threat combination that would make anyone a formidable opponent, even a high school jock. There was nothing I could do, I just had to put it out of my mind from here on out. 

At least in another 3 months, I would be far away from this place, and he would never be able to hurt me again. 

I would be able to go on with my life, I thought to myself while wrapping a towel around my body. 

I tied my long dark hair up in a bun and purposely avoided looking in the mirror. I couldn't stand to look at myself. I knew the bruises would be there, reminding me of what I desperately needed to forget. 

While opening my bedroom door, an overwhelming sense of tiredness came over me. I just needed to lay down and hope this nightmare would go away. 

Slipping back into Brandon's hoodie, I slowly fell into my bed. I was so exhausted; I didn't even hear my phone going off in my purse.




 

Chapter 7 ℗

 

 

"Lizzie, come on you’re gonna be late. Lets go, lets go, lets go!" My mom yelled, from the staircase. 

It was Friday, usually my favorite day of the school week. My head pounded beneath my pillow. There was no way I could go in and face what happened yesterday. I needed more time. 

"Mom, I'm really not feeling good, can I please just stay home today?”

I heard my mother’s footsteps as she rushed up the stairs. "Sweetie, what’s wrong? It's not like you to miss school. Do you want me to make a doctor’s appointment?" she asked before putting her hand over my forehead.

"No Mom, it’s not that serious, it’s just a stupid 24-hour bug that I must have caught from Miranda. I’ll be okay by tomorrow, promise." 

"Okay sweetie, I’ll have your father cover you at work tonight, rest up and be ready to go tomorrow."   

"Mom, are you sure? I really don't want to inconvenience you or Dad. I'm sure I can pull it together by tonight," I replied, snuggling up to my pillow. I was thankful for Brandon's hoodie at that moment, any closer and my mom was sure to notice the bruises on the underside of my wrist. 

"No Lizzie, don't be silly. Besides, it will be a slow night. Apparently, your school’s football game is canceled tonight because of some prank that went on yesterday. Do you know anything about that Lizzie? I hope that's not why you're avoiding school today," she said while arching her eyebrow up at me.

"Nope, not at all Mom. That's news to me," I mumbled before rolling over and falling back to sleep. 

 

***

 

I woke up hours later to the sound of the ping from my cell reminding me that I had a missed message. I reached over, felt for my bag, and pulled out my cell phone in a sleepy haze. 

Geez, 5 missed calls, 2 voice mails, and 3 text messages. I'm never this popular. I clicked the button on my cell to open my text messages. 

The first one was from Miranda, dated yesterday, at 3:30 pm: Hello, biatch. I’ve been waiting for you in the parking lot for over 5 min now, where are u? 

The next one was from Sean, also from yesterday, 4:55pm: I'm sorry I acted like a jerk and made things weird between us today.   I’ll save you some cheese fries at lunch tomorrow k?

I smiled at the fact that he remembered how much I love cheese fries. Not that I had much of an appetite still, but if I did, cheese fries would totally be my first choice. 

I scrolled up to the next text, another one from yesterday but this one was from a number I didn't know: Hey Lizzie, it's Brandon. I just wanted to let you know, my offer still stands. If you need anything, please don't hesitate, you have my number now. 

I quickly pressed the save contact option in my phone, and typed in the letter B. I still wasn't ready to talk to him, but it was nice to know he cared. Even though I could never trust him, because of his Buccaneer status. At least he was nothing like his best friend Matt. I shuddered at the thought.

I scrolled over to my missed call log. 

One missed call from Miranda last night and one from this morning, probably wondering why I'm not at school. 

Three missed calls from a number I didn't know. It couldn't have been Brandon's because I just stored his.

I turned the phone to my ear, so I could hear the two voice mails that I missed yesterday. I immediately regretted doing so. 

The first one sent chills down my spine. 

"Care to fucking tell me why I’m standing here with a bloody nose- with Brandon beyond pissed, thinking that I raped some slutty little bitch? Stop spreading lies like you spread your legs for me yesterday Lizzie. I thought what we had was special…looks like I'm gonna have to make you remember that," Matt's voice antagonized from the opposite end of the phone. 

Holding my breath, I pressed the button for the next voice mail, hoping that it wasn't as bad as the first. "I was hoping to catch you in the parking lot this morning, but it looks like you're out sick today. Hope it wasn't something I said Lizzie. I told you I wanted to make you remember how special we are, so have a listen to this..." 

I heard a faint click, and was startled by the sound of my own voice, "I want you and I...I love you Matt."

I couldn't stop the bile rising in my throat. I threw my phone, ran to the toilet and proceeded to throw up anything and everything left in my system. 

Then I slept for another 4 hours.




 

Chapter 8 ℗

 

 

Just keep putting one foot in front of the other; you're better than this- I reminded myself, as I watched the group of football players and cheerleaders from across the diner.   

I watched as Matt laughed and tickled Kristy, acting like he didn't have a care in the world. My gaze then shifted over to Brandon who appeared as if he was trying to fight away boredom as he listened to his girlfriend Heather speak. Heather looked like she hadn't stopped to take a breath in the last five minutes while she finished whatever story she had been telling.

With a deep breath, I finally made my way to the table. 

"Lizzie? You're working today?" Brandon asked, his expression puzzled. 

"Why wouldn't she be working? She’s a waitress. That's what they do bro. Don't start this fucking shit again," Matt said bitterly. 

"Let me know when you're ready to order," I said before turning to walk away. 

"I know what I want," I heard Matt say. I turned back around and grabbed my pen. "I'll take a strawberry daiquiri...with a cherry on top and make it a virgin," Matt said, his eyes taunting me.

I felt the color drain from my face and my ears started to burn. I needed to let him know that I wouldn't let him get to me any longer. "Sure thing, coming right up," I said, my voice surprisingly smooth. 

When I returned to the table, Kristy and Heather were engaged in a conversation about the upcoming prom. "I told my parents that my dress couldn't cost under $1,000, or I would rip it up and hate them forever," Kristy said, and she nibbled on a carrot. 

Heather twirled her hair and winked at Brandon. "I'm just excited for the after party at the lakehouse." "It's gonna be the party of the century." 

"So, Lizzie?…what are you doing for the prom? Are you gonna wear your waitress uniform?" Kristy then asked while Heather and Matt laughed. 

Nope…I refuse to let them break me.

"Actually, I'm going with a group of my friends. By the way, I was wondering...Could borrow one of your push-up bras? This way, I too, can look just as fake as you always do." 

I noticed Brandon's lips turning upwards in my peripheral vision.

"Shut up you fat loser. At least I'll look better then you could ever hope to on your best day," Kristy said, her cheeks now taking on a pink color.

I rolled my eyes and turned around just in time to see Miranda, Bill, and Sean walking through the door. I made the sound of a chicken clucking, loud enough for them to hear as I went over to greet them. 

"Do I even want to know what that was about?" Miranda asked while slipping into the booth. 

"Eh, just the same shit, different day." 

"They seem more vicious than usual, everything okay?" she asked.

"Yeah, totally. Everything is fine," I replied, refusing to look her in the eyes. 

 

***

Surprisingly, the football group left shortly after that and the rest of my shift went by like a breeze. 

Keeping busy, worked for me…it was getting easier to push the bad thoughts out of my head. I locked up the doors to the diner and brought a couple bags of garbage out back. 

As I was opening the dumpster, I felt a hand grab me around my throat and another slam across my mouth. I didn't even have to turn around to know who it was. 

"Hey cupcake, miss me?" Matt asked, as he turned around to face me. Not waiting for my answer he continued. "I sure missed you. I can’t wait to spend more time together," he whispered, lowering his head to lick my neck.

I glanced up at him, my expression a mix between disgust and fear. 

"I enjoyed the other night so much, that I’ve decided it's gonna be a regular thing. The same rules apply though cupcake. Say one word to anyone, ever; and I’ll destroy you and your family," he said before moving his hand from my throat down to my waist. 

"Now, be a good girl until we graduate and no one will suffer," he said as he moved his hand under the skirt of my uniform.

He snickered as he shoved his hand inside my underwear and slipped a finger inside me. "Oh, and you better not let anyone touch what’s mine." 

I winced while he ignored me and continued. "That includes Brandon, but you don't have to worry about him. I set him straight about what a nasty little slut you really are and how you like it rough. I even let him hear your little message to me. I think it’s safe to say, he won't be coming to your defense ever again," he growled before pushing another finger inside me.

His callused fingers felt like the equivalent of sandpaper.

I tried to jerk away from him, but his grip on me was too tight. 

"You're mine now Lizzie. You belong to me, get used to it," he said, finally removing his fingers from me. 

I said the only thing that came to my mind as he walked back to his car, "I hate you."

"That's not what you said the other night," he replied as he licked his fingers, winked at me, and finally drove off.




 

Chapter 9 ℗

 

 

“Lizzie, you look incredible, what have you been doing?” Miranda asked as I stood in the mirror. 

I was trying on what had to have been my10th prom dress that afternoon. I stood up straight and scrutinized my appearance in the low-cut, red silk number. I suppose I had dropped a few pounds in the last two weeks. Luckily, I could easily attribute it to dieting for the prom... instead of the real reason behind it. 

“Oh, you know. Just watching what I’m putting in my mouth,” I answered while stifling a gag. 

Technically, I had been watching what I was putting in my mouth lately. Like last week, when Matt summoned me to the guys locker room and forced me to deep-throat him. I had been so tempted to bite it off, I didn’t even notice when he finished. I had no choice but to swallow or choke on it. 

I had been doing such a good job of making myself go numb about the entire situation; it was starting to feel like I was leading a double life. Except when I would hear the dreaded ping on my cell from Matt, telling me where to meet him...or warning me that I better step away from anyone with a y chromosome- if I knew what was good for me. 

The only feeling that I couldn’t let myself go numb about was when it came to Brandon. 

Ever since Matt lied to Brandon about what really happened and played the voice recording for him, he refused to even look at me. Whenever I would strike up the courage to walk over to him, either Heather would beat me to it, or I’d get another warning ping on my cell, from Matt. 

For someone who lived and breathed football- he was increasingly becoming obsessed with me and my whereabouts. 

If only Kristy’s IQ were 10 points higher, perhaps she wouldn’t be so freaking oblivious to it. 

I hated myself for admitting it, but one glaringly positive thing seemed to stand out against all the negatives. My parent’s diner was never empty. Matt had even brought his little brother Greg by this week, and introduced him to my parents. 

Miranda’s voice interrupted me from my thoughts. “So, which dress are you going with?” she asked while holding up a long pale blue dress that matched her eyes and looked amazing on her. 

I smiled at her. “I haven’t decided yet, but no matter what I choose. I won’t hold a candle to you in that.” 

“Not if you try this one on,” she said before handing me a strapless white and gold dress that looked like it was way past my budget. 

“I know what you’re going to say, but just shut up and try it on. I’m telling you this is the dress,” she insisted. 

Begrudgingly, I walked back into the fitting room. 

I had to admit the dress was stunning and it fit me like a glove. Flecks of gold surrounded the sweetheart neckline and the bodice, without looking tacky. The elongated bottom had a slight mermaid cut to it, but made me appear taller and the satin material clung to and complimented every curve of mine. 

I felt like a vintage Jessica Rabbit. This was far from my usual style of baggy shirts and jeans, but I couldn’t help but love it. 

“Holy shit, Sean’s eyes are gonna pop right out of his head when he sees you,” Miranda said, when I finally walked out of the fitting room. 

“No. That ship has not only sailed, but it reversed and crashed at the dock. The only reason we’re even going together, is because everyone would mistake one of Sean’s cougars as a chaperone.”

I decided to steal a glance at the price tag. I sucked in my breath. “This dress is $425 bucks Miranda. There’s no way in hell I can afford that.”

“Duh, that’s what layaway and credit cards are for silly.”

“I guess I could put a down payment on it today...and have it by next Christmas. Do you think they’ll mail it to Penn State for me?” I asked, before I stuck my tongue out at her. 

“You only live once. You deserve a little happy, don’t you think?” she huffed before grabbing the dress from me and heading up to the register. 

I took the dress back from her. “Fine. I give up. I’ll put it on layaway.” 

“Please fill out this form so I can hold it in the back for you.” The sales clerk told me, while handing me a pen. I quickly wrote down my contact information and handed the paper back to her.

“Wait, your name is Lizzie Winter?”   

“Yup, the one and only.”   

“Do you go to Brookville High?” she asked. 

Well, this was strange. Was she worried that I wouldn’t be able to afford it on my waitressing job, because that made two of us. 

“Yes I do, don’t worry I’ll pay it off as quickly as I can,” I answered, hoping to reassure her. 

“You don’t have to. Your dress has already been paid for.” 

This had to be a mistake. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yeah, it says right here, it was paid for by a Mat…” 

I can not believe he did this!

“Okay. Thank you,” I said, quickly cutting her off before she could finish and Miranda overheard.

“What happened Lizzie? Are you still getting the dress?” Miranda asked, her face full of concern. 

“Yeah, um, it’s already been paid for.” 

“By who?” 

I hated lying to her, but the less she knew, the better. 

I looked her right in the eyes. “My parents.” 




 

Chapter 10 ℗

 

 

I waited until after my shift was over before I marched over to Matt’s house to confront him. It was late Saturday night, so I knew he would still be up, throwing one of his stupid football parties. 

Normally, I would have proceeded with more caution...but the football team already knew about our ‘secret relationship’ as Matt called it. So, there really was no point in being discreet...or hiding my anger. 

“Hey, hot stuff. What can I do you for? Or can I just do you?” Jordan mumbled through slurred speech.

“Uh, I'm gonna go with no. Where’s Matt?” I asked while brushing past him and heading towards the stairs. 

“Wait. No, stop. You can’t just go up there without his permission. I’ll try and find out where he is.” 

I rolled my eyes and looked up to see Brandon come down the stairs. 

“Yo, bro. Is Matt up there? This chick is looking for him,” Jordan said, before pinching my butt. 

I let out a yelp. “Watch your hands jerk.” 

“Yeah, he’s up there. Don’t worry, Kristy left about a half-hr ago, so you’re in the clear,” Brandon said, refusing to meet my eyes while walking past me.   

He might as well just walk right through me. 

I couldn’t stand the tension; maybe it was time to clear a few things up once and for all.   

“Brandon, wait.”

He turned around as I reached for his arm. “Look this isn’t what it looks like, I’m…” 

“Babe. Get that sexy ass up here and give me a kiss,” a voice yelled, interrupting me. 

I looked up to find Matt standing at the top of the staircase, sans shirt...with a beer funnel on his head. 

That was it, I had enough. 

Running toward the staircase I screamed, “I am NOT your babe and there’s no way in hell I’m kissing you without a gun pointed to my head. Turn back around; we need to talk…now!”

“Uh-oh lovers quarrel,” Jordan teased, laughing so hard he spilled beer on himself.

I ran up the stairs and finally made my way up the long staircase and headed for his bedroom.

“Where the fuck do you get off buying my prom dress?” I screamed.

I slammed his door so hard it shook. “You think you can just buy me off, like some cheap hooker, in order to keep me from spilling the beans about what a scum-bag you really are and how you like to blackmail and threaten girl’s families while forcing them to have sex with you!” 

“Whoa. I suggest you lower your voice, and fix your fucking tone, before I fix it for you,” Matt said, before shoving me onto his bed. 

“I didn’t buy you that dress to get you to keep quiet about us.” He walked over to his dresser and lit a match. “I have other ways of making that happen, which are far more convincing, don’t you think?” 

“Why’d you do it then?” I asked, trying not to look directly at the orange-red flame. 

“I need you to tutor me. The dress was supposed to be a thank-you,” he said, before blowing out the match and taking a seat next to me on the bed. 

“I’m failing out of math, if I don’t get at least a C or higher on the final, I won’t be able to graduate.” 

He put his head in his hands and sighed. 

It was weird to see him this vulnerable. If he wasn’t such an asshole...I would actually feel pity for him right now. 

“The coach and my old man tried talking to the vice principal, but she’s on the teacher’s side. I think we can both agree that it’s in your best interest and mine...to make sure I graduate on time. So, I really need your help,” he said before sprawling out his lean body on the bed, finally resting his head on my lap. 

Yuck, he was starting to remind me of a puppy dog. Not the cute and cuddly kind either. 

The kind that you’re forced to take out back and shoot because they’re foaming at the mouth.

“Fine. The final is scheduled for the end of next week, so I can tutor you on Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday.” 

“I can’t do Thursday's, it’s the practice before game day. I can’t miss it. I also can’t do Monday’s because that’s when the coach goes in extra hard to make up for the weekend and keeps us 2 hours later,” he said as he folded his hands behind his head, purposely making his fingers brush up against my thigh.   

“Sorry, but two sessions aren’t gonna be enough to get you to pass, and I work on Friday nights and the rest of the weekend.” 

“Well, what about Saturday night?” 

“I told you, I work.” 

“So it's perfect, just come by afterwards. This way I can still party beforehand and have some fun,” he said, acting like he had just solved a Rubik’s cube. 

“You have the attention span of a   gnat when sober. There’s no way I’m going to be able to teach you a thing when you’ve been drinking.” 

“So I’ll only have a beer or two, it’ll be fine,” he said before shifting his body and turning his head so that his face was now pointing toward my crotch. 

“Fine, but that’s only giving us three sessions, which isn’t good. That means no funny business, and refraining from forcing me to do sexual acts. The time needs to be dedicated to making sure you pass,” I replied before kicking my legs up hard enough to let myself off the bed.

“Fine, whatever. Just make sure I pass the damn thing,” he griped. 

He looked at me and sighed then. “Thank you. I appreciate you doing this for me,” he said, surprising me with how genuine he sounded. 

“You need to do the work too. I’m not a miracle worker,” I said before heading for the door. 

“Wait, come back.” 

“What?”   

“Strip.” 

“Excuse me…did you not hear a word I said?” I asked, my annoyance rising again. 

“Yeah and tutoring doesn’t start until this Tuesday. You’re here now. So…strip.” 

“You know, for someone as dumb as a brick- you really are a master manipulator,” I said, before turning the latch on the door and locking it.

“Enough. You can either strip right now...or I can do it for you and we both know how much you love that.” His eyes fixated on me like I was his prey.

Forcing myself back into that numb place I knew so well, I pulled my shirt above my head and tossed it on the floor.




 

Chapter 11

 

 

As frustrating as it is tutoring Matt. I had to give him credit for staying true to his word. We had already managed to get through two full tutoring sessions without even so much as a mention of the word sex. 

He was actually being nice to me and respectful of my time. My inner psychology major had me swearing up and down that he must have a serious case of split personalities. 

I was totally in shock and as much as I hated to admit it, he wasn’t nearly as stupid as everyone thought he was. 

“So X equals 8, which would make the answer 56?” he asked, before taking a swig of his beer. 

It was Saturday night, making this our last tutoring session before the final…we had been at it for 3 hours so far. 

“Not exactly, see you have to solve for X. If you already figured out that X equals 8...then the answer they’re looking for can’t be 56, because it’s 8,” I said. I was waiting for that look, telling me that the light-bulb had gone off in his brain and it was safe to move on to the next problem. 

“I think you keep getting tripped up by the fact that they already include what the answer to the equation is in the math problem. So that’s just what you keep assuming and choosing as your final answer. Even though you already have solved the problem and it’s usually the right answer.” 

“She’s right you know,” Brandon said, while walking into the kitchen where Matt and I were studying. ℗     

“That’s always been your problem man. You’re always so focused on the bigger picture, while ignoring what’s in front of you,” he said before pulling up a seat next to me at the table. 

He smelled like a mix between a cool spring morning, combined with pure masculinity. 

My eyes dropped down to watch his adam's apple bob as he spoke. Then, they traveled back up to notice that his lips were the sexiest lips I had ever seen...and that dimple. How have I never noticed that dimple of his before? The fact that there was only one of them made it even sexier, because it was so unique.

“Hello, earth to Lizzie. Do you want one or not?” Matt asked while pouring himself and Brandon a shot. 

“We’re supposed to be studying for the final, not giving ourselves liver damage,” I said, my attention focused back on math. 

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll do 10 more math problems. For every one I get right, you take a shot,” he said, while tapping his shot glass against Brandon’s giving cheers. 

“Sorry, but something tells me that Lizzie won’t be getting one ounce out of that bottle tonight,” Brandon said before tossing back his shot. 

Before my mouth had a chance to catch up with my brain I found myself saying, “You’re on, let’s go.” 

“At-ta girl. Let’s do this, but first I gotta take a leak,” Matt said before he left the kitchen. 

“You’re feeling mighty adventurous tonight, huh?” Brandon asked, while studying my face. 

It was the first time he had looked at me in the last few weeks. I suddenly found myself wondering if I actually preferred it when he didn’t look at me. 

His kind, sexy, but yet soft brown eyes did a number on my insides. 

“Yeah, well, what kind of tutor would I be if I didn’t provide some kind of reward or motivation for the client?” I asked, fighting the urge to lick away the small drop of liquid that landed on his chin from the last shot. 

He winked at me. “Yeah, tutoring. Right.” 

Ugh, this was not going well. “Yeah, tutoring, that’s all that this is,” I said defensively. “He needs to pass the final in order to graduate. Mrs. Sanders isn’t letting him get by on this one and he’s in serious jeopardy.” 

“Shit. I had no idea it was that bad. He never told me, he was probably too embarrassed. He made it seem like something else entirely was going on between you two,” Brandon said. His expression appeared like he had just put the pieces of a puzzle together.

“Wouldn’t you be if you were him?” 

“Yeah. I mean, I guess I just never expected for you out of all people to help him out after everything.” He paused and looked down. “Well, you know. The thing or whatever that happened between you guys that day. You are full of surprises, Lizzie. It takes a really special person to help out someone who hasn’t always treated you well in the past. I misjudged the entire situation. I’m really sorry,” he finished. 

“Thanks, and you don’t have to be sorry. I know how the situation looks on the outside, but trust me. It’s really not what everyone thinks it is,” I said, before chewing on my pen.

I was suddenly fighting the urge to come clean with the truth of the situation when Brandon spoke again. “You know, that’s a really bad habit and you have a beautiful mouth. You shouldn’t ruin it.” 

He met my eyes before cupping my face in his hands. He then brushed his thumb along my lips, sending shots of electricity pulsing through my body and straight between my legs. 

Holy shit.

That’s when I happened to notice Matt in my peripheral vision. 

He was standing in the entrance way, staring at Brandon and I. His eyes turned dark. Dark enough to remind me of that time in the bathroom. 

Fuck, how long was he standing there? What did he hear? 

Matt cleared his throat and walked back in the kitchen. “Ready to get drunk?” 

Crap, this was not good. Why did I agree to something like this? 

I know why, because when Matt was Mr. Hyde...he had enough charisma to make anyone a believer. He had enough charisma to carry an entire football team. When he let his Dr. Jekyll come out though, he could probably massacre an entire football team and never get caught. 

Time to roll the dice, and hope for the best. 

The fate of my future rested on him being able to pass the final so he could graduate...however the fate of my safety for the rest of the night was exactly the opposite.




 

Chapter 12

 

 

  Seven shots in and I was really starting to feel the effects of my bad decision. 

“If I didn’t know any better I’d say you hustled this poor girl,” Brandon teased from across the table.

A tiny crowd had started to gather in the kitchen, cheering Matt on. 

It was just past 3am and we were down to a single math problem, but judging by how drunk I already was, it really didn’t matter if it was one more or twenty more. 

Matt nodded back at his friend and winked at me. “What can I say; I have the world’s best tutor.” 

Brandon held his beer bottle to his mouth like a microphone. “Brookville Buccaneer’s very own QB, Matt Star, is in the final moments of a life changing game. Will he be able to solve for and find constants A and B that make the equation true? The crowd anxiously awaits his answer.” 

“Well, I figured out that B equals 13/5. A equals 2- 13/5. So A must equal 3/5 then,” Matt said his voice sounding unsure. 

“Is that your final answer?” Brandon asked as he moved the beer bottle in front of Matt's face.

“Uh, yes?” Matt said, still unsure of himself. 

“Fuck me!” I yelled, while slamming down yet another shot. 

“And the crowd goes wild! Yeah, buddy! He. Will. Go…All The Way!” Brandon yelled, while pouring the rest of his beer over Matt’s head, as Matt and everyone else cheered.

I couldn’t help but let out a giggle. I had to admit, maybe it was the alcohol, or Brandon...but I actually had fun tonight. 

“Babe, can you come upstairs and sleep with me?” a female voice called out from behind me, dripping with sexual undertones. 

I turned around to see Heather tapping her foot impatiently, looking like she was about to have a tantrum. 

I had learned over the course of the night, that half the football team would stay over Matt’s house after the parties on the weekends. His parents didn’t want to risk the team getting any DUI’s or bad press for underage drinking. They were never around anyway and slept in a completely different wing of the house...so they really didn’t mind what went on. 

“Whelp, you better head up man,” Matt said to Brandon while making a whipping sound. 

“Yeah, you did good tonight, bro. Keep it up. We’re all rooting for you,” Brandon said as he gave him a pound. 

“Goodnight guys. Lizzie you’re absolutely amazing, thanks for sticking it out with him and being such a good sport,” he said as he leaned over to give me a hug. 

“Err, um yeah, don’t mention it,” I said slurring my words. 

The rest of the crowd said their goodbye’s and headed off to separate rooms. 

I looked around for my purse. “Alrighty, I’m gonna go now. Take care, buh-bye.”.

“Um, you’re not going anywhere tonight,” Matt said as he swept his finger along my cheek.

It was an odd, yet sweet gesture, especially coming from him. 

“Uh-oh. Not again,” I said, putting my hand to my mouth to cover my burp. 

He laughed. “You’re trashed. I wouldn’t even trust you to walk home when you’re this drunk, let alone drive. Looks like you’re sleeping over,” he said before picking me up and tossing me over his shoulder. ℗   

“Was that apart of your master- plan this whole time tonight?” I asked, the blood now rushing to my head as he went up the stairs. 

“Trust me, I’m not that smart. If I knew that all it would take was a little alcohol, for you to willingly spend the night in my bed...I would have tried that awhile ago,” he said while opening the door to his room and gently setting me down on his bed. 

The room was now spinning and everything started to feel a bit hazy.

“Shh baby, relax. Let yourself enjoy the sensations,” Matt said as he removed my shoes. 

“Sensations? What sensations? The room is spinning and I gotta tell ya, it’s really not all that sensational.” I started to feel a wave of tiredness take over. 

“You know, you’re pretty funny when you’re drunk, I think I like this side of you.” 

“Yeah, well, just keep that in mind tonight, because I doubt I’ll be able to perform any sex slave duties for you.”

“As tempting as that sounds, I was thinking that maybe I could do something for you tonight. Something that I’m sure you’ve never had… ” 

“Yeah and what’s that?” I asked, my curiosity now getting the better of me. 

“Do you trust me?”

“Not even a little bit,” I replied as I let my head fall back and hit the pillow. 

 

***

 

Sometime later...I felt a hand move up my thigh and lips sweep across mine. It startled me and my body jolted at the touch. 

“Relax baby. I’m not going to hurt you,” Matt’s whisper echoed in the pitch black room.

Once my eyes finally adjusted to the darkness around me, I glanced down and saw Matt’s blond hair disappear between my breasts. 

My shirt and pants had vanished leaving me in only my bra and panties. 

I felt his fingers reach around and unclasp my bra. His tongue licked my nipple and my body shivered. I closed my eyes, hating how my body was suddenly betraying me. 

It was the last thing I expected to happen. 

See, this is why you shouldn’t drink Lizzie, I thought to myself. It makes bad things start to feel good. I wanted to turn away, but my body wouldn’t cooperate in its state. 

“Matt, not now,” I said softly.

“Come on. For once Lizzie, can you just pretend like I’m not the asshole?” Matt asked, before his mouth moved down to kiss my stomach. My back arched at the movement. 

“Please, just let me. I want to make you feel the way you make me feel,” Matt whispered, before his tongue slowly started tracing over my pubic bone.

“Close your eyes and you can pretend I’m the good guy. You can pretend I’m Brandon,” he said faintly, before his head fell between my legs. 

My breathing stopped and I cursed myself for clenching the sheets when his teeth parted my underwear. Maybe, I could just pretend he was someone else, maybe I could pretend he was Brandon? 

My body wouldn’t let me go numb this time, so tricking my mind into thinking it was Brandon could be my way of getting through this. 

I moaned softly as he parted my folds and kissed me there. “Mmm, Lizzie you’re so wet,” he sighed, his voice sounding low and out of breath. “You’ve never been wet for me like this before, it’s so unbelievably sexy.” 

That’s because I’m pretending it's Brandon between my legs and not you. 

His tongue teased my clit as he gripped my hips, pushing his tongue even deeper inside me. I felt like I was floating on a cloud of ecstasy and I never wanted to come back down. He gently started sucking on my clit and I felt a surge of pleasure start to build, begging for release. 

He was right…I’ve certainly never experienced this before.

His hands gently held me by my thighs while driving me into his mouth as I let out a low moan. His tongue increased in friction and speed, until my body went over the edge and I saw stars. I reached down and grabbed his hair mid orgasm. My body arched up in response as I screamed out “Brandon!” before I fell back, my body now completely spent. 

When I finally opened my eyes...I saw Brandon standing over me. 

His expression was a mixture between confusion and anger.




 

Chapter 13 ℗

 

 

“So, I guess this was the extra credit part of the tutoring sessions, huh?” Brandon asked, his eyes scanning over the bed, burning holes into Matt and I.

I swallowed hard and quickly reached for the sheet to cover myself, feeling exposed now in more ways than one. 

Matt finally lifted his head. He sat up and smiled at Brandon; the look in his eyes portraying something sinister.

“What…what are you doing in here?” I stuttered, my voice sounding hoarse and dry. 

“I heard someone screaming my name. I thought you were in trouble, so I came rushing in. Clearly that wasn’t the case though,” Brandon said, his gaze scrutinizing. 

I felt dizzy and my heart dropped to my stomach. 

“My mistake,” Brandon bit, before shooting me a look of disgust and slamming the door behind him. 

“Good morning beautiful,” Matt said while leaning in to kiss my neck and moving himself on top of me. That’s when I heard the door open again. 

“What in the fuck is this?” Kristy screamed, with one hand on her hip, and a finger pointing at me. Her face red with anger. 

Oh…fuck. 

“Babe, this isn’t what it looks like, I swear,” Matt said before jumping off of me and reaching for his boxers. 

Shit, could this morning get any worse? 

“Well it looks like you fucked this slut!” she screamed while jabbing a finger at Matt’s chest. 

I quickly searched the room for my clothes, purposely avoiding looking anywhere in Kristy’s direction. 

I came up empty.

“And you!” Kristy shrieked, as she turned her furious gaze in my direction. 

That’s when I bolted out of the room...with nothing but a sheet wrapped around me. 

Kristy’s shouting had drawn a small gathering of people out in the hallway. Their expressions were sleepy, but all pairs of eyes looked me up and down with intense inquiry. 

This made the throw-up incident with Sean look like child’s play. This was the most embarrassing moment of my life. 

I needed clothes; I needed to find someplace to hide.

I turned my head trying to look for somewhere to go. That’s when I remembered there was a bathroom at the end of the hallway. 

Unfortunately, the door was locked by the time I ran down to it. Seeing as this was an emergency, I didn’t have much to lose. 

I banged on the door. “Open up, please, I need to get in there!”

I felt eyes burning in the back of my head making me feel like I was in a Petri dish, but I didn’t care. I continued pounding on the door until   it finally opened just a crack. 

“Can I help you?” Brandon asked. He stood with a toothbrush in his mouth and a towel hung low on his hips. 

“Can I please come in? Please? It’s an emergency,” I pleaded softly, afraid to look up at him. 

“What’s the matter? Being a home-wrecker not working out too well for ya? I need a few minutes here, sorry,” he said before slamming the door in my face.

I turned around and people were still staring...some of them were now starting to laugh at me. 

“Tutoring?” I heard Kristy screech loudly from inside Matt’s bedroom, his door now closed. 

I turned around banged on the bathroom door again.

“What?” Brandon roared, opening the door, wider this time.

I shoved past him, my adrenaline spiking. 

“Really?” he roared, slamming the door behind him. “I’m not finished,” he griped while walking over to the sink. 

I closed the lid to the toilet bowl and sat down. “I’m sorry, Kristy walked in and they started screaming, and everyone was staring and...” 

“Yeah, so I gather,” he said as he lathered shaving cream on his face. 

I watched him slowly drag a razor down his perfectly structured jaw. I stared for what seemed like an eternity, as tiny beads of water dripped down his bare chest and perfect abs. 

God, why was I such an idiot? 

I’m in way over my head, I thought, while folding my legs and bringing my arms around to hug them steady. 

“Come on. I mean, what did you think was gonna happen? You had to know the possible outcome of doing that,” Brandon said before lowering his face to the sink to wash off the shaving cream. 

“That’s the problem. I wasn’t thinking. I was completely drunk, and stupid.” 

“You had like seven shots of vodka. Who gets that wasted off of that? That’s like the equivalent of two-and-a-half mixed drinks.” 

Now I was getting angry. This situation was embarrassing enough. Why did he have to make me feel even worse about this? 

“One, it was eight shots. Two, it was only my second time drinking alcohol in my whole entire life. And three, I really don’t need your judgmental and condescending behavior making me feel like absolute shit about myself right now!” I screamed, flinching at the headache that had started to form between my eyes. 

It seemed like hours went by before he finally spoke again. “So what’s your plan? You just gonna hide in the bathroom all day?” 

“Yeah, well it sure beats going out there having everyone laugh at me while hearing Kristy and Matt go at it. Besides, I can’t find my clothes anywhere and I really can’t face going back in Matt’s room again,” I said while rubbing at my temples. The pain from my headache now becoming unbearable.

He opened his mouth to say something. Most likely to ask the question that had now become the huge elephant in the room. ‘Why was I screaming his name.’- but a knock; followed by the opening of the door cut him off. 

“There you are babe, I was…” Heather’s voice cut off when she saw me. No doubt wondering why I was sitting on a toilet-bowl in nothing but a sheet, talking to her boyfriend. 

“What’s going on?” she asked nervously. 

“Nothing, she just needed a place to hide out for a bit while Matt and Kristy sort their shit out,” Brandon answered, motioning Heather toward the door before shutting it behind them. 

“Oh, whew. For a second I thought I needed to be worried. I thought you were following in Matt’s footsteps, but I know you would never ever cheat on me,” I overheard Heather say from the other side of the door.

“Nope, you have nothing to worry about,” Brandon’s voice said before their footsteps faded away. 

 

I stayed in the bathroom for over 3 hours that day. I was already an hour late for work and I didn’t even have my phone on me to call my parents. 

They were going to be upset, especially because I never even bothered to call them last night, which was so unlike me. 

When I finally got up the nerve to walk out, I found my clothes folded in a neat pile in front of the bathroom door, with a bottle of water and two aspirin on top. 

I smiled, knowing that no one else but Brandon would have done this.




 

Chapter 14 ℗

 

 

“Lizzie, have you been drinking? You smell like a sports bar,” My mother asked, after I finally showed up to my shift at work. 

I was two hours late at that point and I didn’t have time to take a shower. “Um, I didn’t go to a bar I promise...but I may have tried a little alcohol,” I replied, hoping that she wasn’t going to freak out. “That’s why I didn’t come home last night and I woke up late this morning. I didn’t want to drive home like that. I’m really sorry Mom. Please don’t be mad at me.” 

“Lizzie, you know how I feel about you drinking at this age. However, I was young once too and I appreciate you being honest with me. I also commend you being somewhat responsible and not driving while in that state. Tell you what- I’ll let this slide if you can promise me you won’t let this become a regular thing, and you avoid situations like this until you’re old enough.” 

“Don’t worry Mom, I’m never drinking again,” I said while grabbing a tray of food to bring out. 

“You say that now, but wait until you go off to college.” 

When I walked out, I noticed the football team had taken up a few booths on the right side. Miranda, Bill, and Sean were taking up a booth in the corner on the left, leaving me standing directly in between both parties. 

“Talk about a fork in the road,” I whispered to myself, while making my way toward my friends. 

“No offense Lizzie, but you look like shit today. You feeling alright?” Miranda asked, her face full of concern.

“Yeah, I’ve just been up all night studying for finals and stuff.”   

“And hitting the bottle?” Sean asked while Bill and him laughed. 

I smiled sheepishly before leaving them to walk across the other side of the dinner to Matt and Brandon.

Taking a deep breath beforehand, I asked “What can I get you guys?”

“Just a burger and fries,” replied Matt, his voice unusually somber. 

“Same,” Brandon replied in the same monotone, while looking straight ahead. 

Hmm, that was a little weird. 

I had prepared myself for anything but this. I guess this was better than   the alternative of Matt tormenting me, but it still didn’t sit well with me. 

Something was off. 

I was suddenly distracted while my ears tuned in and I overheard my mother’s loud conversation with my friends. Her voice was about two decibels too loud for the eerily quiet diner. 

“Please, if you guys are going to drink all night and have a sleepover- someone at least call me to let me know that you and Lizzie are safe...instead of making me worry all night when she doesn't come home. You know I love you all so much as if you were my own,” she said, before turning to walk away. 

My eyes looked up to meet Miranda’s who understandably, looked beyond confused at the moment, along with the rest of the group. 

Crap, this really isn’t good.

I walked to the back room to check on the team’s orders. 

When I walked back out Miranda was motioning for me to come over to her. “So why exactly was your mom giving us a guilt trip about teenage drinking and about you not calling her while you stayed out all night?” 

Fuck.

“Um, well…I um,” I said, trying my hardest to avoid the question. I really   wasn’t doing a good job at all. I hated lying to them, especially Miranda, she's my best friend. 

I wish I could just tell her the truth, but then she would be caught up in this whole mess too. 

“Well?” she asked again, her expression unchanged. 

“Um…” I began again, when a voice behind me cut me off. 

“She was tutoring me for the math final,” Matt’s said. 

“All night?” Sean now asked, his tone hinting of jealousy. 

“Well, I mean, he’s not exactly the sharpest tool in the box,” Bill whispered, attempting to come to my defense. 

“It got late.We had a little too much to drink after studying, so she ended up staying over,” Matt said his tone now noticeably angry. 

“She got drunk, with you? Sean paused, “And she ended up spending the night, at your house? With you? While drunk...all night?” Sean asked again slowly, his voice now building with irritation. 

“Did I stutter moron, isn’t that what I just fucking said?” Matt screamed, his anger reaching a peak.

I needed to stop this. “I…You see…I…” I started, unable to form a complete sentence. 

Everyone’s eyes were stuck on me for the second time now that day. The tension between Sean and Matt kept getting thicker by the second. It seemed like everyone was waiting for me to speak up and finally say something coherent. I just couldn't think of anything to pacify my friends without lying to them. 

“No, actually she slept on the floor in my room while my girlfriend Heather and I slept on the bed,” Brandon said, all eyes now turning to face him as he continued. “We all studied together as a group for most of the night, then we had a few drinks after. It wasn’t safe for her to drive home, so my girlfriend and I told her to crash in our room on the floor,” Brandon finished, his statement appearing to put both Miranda and Sean at ease. 

“Oh, well next time just call me silly and I’ll come pick you up,” Miranda said, smiling at me. 

“There won’t be a next time, but thanks.” 

“Come on, let’s get you home big guy. You've been let out of your cage too long today,” Brandon said, while turning around to face Matt, distracting him from his altercation with Sean. 

His eyes turned up to meet mine for a second. “Thank you,” I silently mouthed, before he and Matt left.




 

Chapter 15

 

 

“Lizzie, you’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen,” my mother said, as she parading around me snapping about 100 pictures a minute. My eyes were starting to burn from the flash.

Tonight was the prom and I was so excited. 

The last two weeks passed by with lightening speed and graduation was only 2-and-a-half weeks away. Matt ended up getting a C on the final after all, so he’ll officially be graduating with us. 

The Buccaneers were also ending the season undefeated, which was a legacy that made everyone in my graduating class proud. 

Ever since Kristy found us in bed together, Matt and I really hadn’t spoken all that much to each other. With the exception of the bouquet of flowers…white roses in particular, my favorite, that he sent me after passing the final…I barely saw him; or Brandon for that matter. 

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t happy about it. With Matt now seemingly out of the way, I had more time to spend with my friends, without having to lie to them constantly. We were planning on having a great time at Sean’s father’s lake house over the weekend. It was miles and miles away from Matt’s… thankfully. 

My life was starting to look up for the first time in months nothing could go wrong. 

“Your mother is right Lizzie-Bear. You’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen, second only to your mother,” my father said, while kissing me on the forehead. 

I laughed, “You guys have to say that. You’re a little biased.” 

I looked in the mirror- I hardly recognized myself. Dark mascara coated my long lashes, making my green eyes stand out more then usual. A hint of pale peach shimmer lip-gloss coated my lips, complimenting my skin tone; which now had a light glowing tan to it from the sun. My long dark hair cascaded down my back, in a mixture of loose tendrils and ringlets. A rhinestone clip parted half my hair and held it to the side, giving me a bit of a sultry lounge singer look.

Combined with my vintage white and gold dress, I actually felt like a knock-out for the first time in my life. It was an unfamiliar feeling, to say the least. 

Watching Sean’s jaw drop to the floor when he came to pick me up, only further boosted my confidence. “Wow…Just wow,” Sean said, after he finally stopped staring at me. 

I giggled, “You know, you’re lookin’ pretty dapper there yourself, handsome.” 

“Ready?” I asked while grabbing my small clutch off the living room table. 

 

***

 

We walked into a magical night under the stars, which was fitting, since it was our prom’s theme. Hundreds upon hundreds of twinkling lights shone above us, and strings of white lights accented every single pillar and table in the place. 

The prom committee really outdid themselves, it was gorgeous.

“Oh my god, you look so fucking hot!” I heard Miranda shout before she tackled me full force, towering over me in her heels. Her outburst made a few people standing close by chuckle. 

She looked absolutely beautiful and the way Bill stood looking at her in awe made me start to tear up a little. 

“Don’t tell me you’re getting sappy on me Ms. Ice Queen?” she asked me, teasingly. “You look way too perfect tonight. Don’t you ruin it with tears silly,” she said before cradling my face in her hands. 

I looked up just in time to see Matt and Brandon pass by…they both stopped abruptly to look at me. Then, they almost tripped over one another before they finally continued walking. I smiled at both their reactions…it was certainly not one that I expected…that's for sure. 

I have to admit, seeing them both dressed up in their tux’s was enough to make any girl's heart start racing uncontrollably. 

“Let’s go dance,” Sean said before taking my hand and leading me toward the dance floor.

Sean was an incredible dancer, and he made me feel like a graceful ballerina with the way he lead me across the dance floor. The night was already more than I could have ever hoped for. 

We had been there a little over an hour when I finally decided to sit down at our table and rest my feet for a little. Sean had gone to grab some water for us. So, I decided to check my phone and read my text messages. 

Matt: You look beautiful tonight. 

Lizzie: Thank you, that’s very nice of you to say. 

Matt: It’s the truth. I can’t keep my eyes off of you. 

Lizzie: Well you should probably keep them on your date, before we have another scene on our hands. 

Matt: I don’t even care. I need to see you tonight. Alone. 

Lizzie: Can you please just let me enjoy the prom tonight, without slipping back into bad habits, like blackmail. Have fun, and enjoy yourself. 

 

I shoved my phone back into my bag and turned to meet Sean back on the dance floor. Miranda, Bill, Sean and I were all laughing and dancing with each other to some ridiculously fast pop song, when the music began to change to a slow tune and the lights dropped low. 

All the couples on the floor found each other, and Sean pulled me into a close embrace. 

“You really are incredible, you know that,” Sean whispered in my ear, as the first few bars of an Ed Sheeran song began to play. ℗     

“Thanks, you too Sean,” I replied as I leaned my head against his shoulder, closed my eyes and began to sway along with the soft music. 

When I looked up, I noticed Brandon and Heather dancing. Brandon turned her around so he was facing me and our eyes locked. God, he looked so perfect. 

I wish more then anything that it was me in those strong arms of his. 

My mind flashed back to the time he had found me on the floor in the bathroom and swept me up in his arms. I closed my eyes and tried to force myself to put it out of my mind. 

When I opened my eyes again, Brandon was still staring at me. My mind was probably playing tricks on me, because for a long moment; he was looking at me like I was the only one in the room. 

I smiled at him and he smiled back.

Then, Sean spun me around again. This time when I looked up it was Matt’s eyes peering into me…and he didn’t seem too happy. He was definitely in full on Dr. Jekyll mode right now. 

Thankfully, the music changed shortly after that, giving me a chance to regain my composure.

I walked back to the table. I noticed that my bag was about to fall off on the floor with how much it was vibrating. Sighing, I opened my bag and pulled it out. 6 new text messages were waiting for a response. 

 

Matt: I’ll have a great night when you come meet me. 

Matt: Come meet me outside. Now! 

Matt: You have a half hr. 

Matt: I hope you’re enjoying your little dance, because his legs will be broken by the next one if you don’t meet me soon. 

Matt: Seriously, ditch him…or else. 

Brandon: You ok? 

I quickly responded to Brandon’s text. 

Lizzie: Yeah, I’m just not feeling too well this second. I’ll be okay though thanks. 

I also responded to Matt’s text. 

Lizzie: You have to give me a little while, calm down and stop threatening my friends! 

 

“I’m gonna go to the bathroom,” I said leaning up far enough so Sean could hear me against the music. 

“Okay, I’ll come with.” 

“No, it’s okay, you stay here. Enjoy yourself,” I said, trying to hide the panic on my face. 

“Don’t be silly Lizzie, I have to go to the bathroom to you know,” he said before grabbing my hand and leading me out of our school's gymnasium. 

I waited until I was in the bathroom before checking my phone again. 

 

Matt: What are you doing? Why are you still with him? 

Lizzie: I’m trying. I’m going to the bathroom. Calm yourself, it’s really not that serious. 

Matt: I can meet you in the bathroom you know ;) Get rid of him. Now! or else… 

 

I didn’t even want to think about what the ‘or else’ part would entail. I had to find a way to ditch Sean for his own good, and quick.

I decided to run out of the bathroom before Sean could catch up to me. I sprinted down the hall in my heels. 

“Lizzie. Hey wait up,” I heard Sean’s voice call out to me before he reached for my arm. 

Shit, I needed to figure out how to get him back into the gymnasium and back to safety. 

If something bad happened to Sean because of me, something I could have prevented, I would never forgive myself. 

“Where you running off to Lizzie? What’s going on?” he asked, turning his body so that I was inadvertently pinned against a locker. 

“Me? Nowhere, I thought you went back inside, so I was running to meet you.”   

“Lizzie, the gym is in the opposite direction. You know you can tell me anything right? If you’re in some kind of trouble- we can figure it out together,” he said while stroking my cheek with his thumb.

I felt the vibration from my phone go off in my hand, I needed to figure out something, and fast. “Sean, look I…” I started to say before Sean cut me off. 

“Lizzie, I have to tell you something before I end up going insane,” he said, leaning in even closer to me now. 

My stomach dropped…I was afraid that I already knew where this was headed. I just didn’t know what I was going to do about it.

“Lizzie, I was such an idiot that night. I think about it all the time. I know I blew it. I’m sorrier than you’ll ever know and I’m hoping you’ll give me a second chance. I couldn’t let another second go by without telling you that,” he said right before he kissed me. 

His lips lightly grazed over mine before I felt his tongue enter my mouth. His hand then reached up and cupped my cheekbone as he softly pressed me against the locker behind me. 

I did the only thing I could think of, for his own safety. 

I pushed him off me. I noticed Matt and Brandon in my peripheral vision…they were both making their way down the hall…coming in from opposite sides, as if closing in on me. 

“I’m sorry Sean. I care about you so, so much. But, I just don’t feel the same way about you. You deserve so much more than what I can give you. Now please, just turn around and go back inside the prom and leave me alone,” I said my voice starting to crack now. 

The pain in Sean’s eyes, as he eventually let go of my hand and walked back down the hall and into the prom absolutely gutted me.




 

Chapter 16 ℗

 

 

“Come on cupcake, we’re going for a little walk,” Matt said, practically yanking my arm out of the socket while dragging me down the hallway; leaving Brandon in the dust behind us.

“What’s your problem?” I asked, out of breath, my legs frantically trying to keep up with him. 

“You. You’re my problem and it’s about time I found a solution,” he said, stopping briefly to pick me up; seemingly now annoyed with my inability to keep up with him. 

“Where…where are we going?” 

Lifting my head, I noticed the football field on the near horizon. 

Okay, well at least we’ll be out in the open, this won’t be too bad.

He finally stopped in front of the bleachers and let me down. I stumbled as the blood slowly rushed back to my head. 

“Matt you’re scaring me…can you please just…” I started to say before Matt forcefully grabbed my face in his hands and kissed me hard. Harder than I ever thought a kiss could be. 

“What the fuck is your problem man?” I heard Brandon’s voice call out in the distance, while running to catch up to where Matt and I were standing.

“Make him leave,” Matt growled in my ear, his hand lightly grazing my throat. 

His eyes were the darkest I had ever seen them before, rendering me a hostage in my fear. 

“Leave her alone, now,” Brandon said after catching up to us, his own voice laced with a deep dark tone, as his eyes narrowed directly on Matt. 

“No,” was Matt’s only reply.

Brandon then pushed him with a force great enough to knock him into the bleachers. 

Matt got up slowly, eying me briefly, as he turned his head and spit on the ground, the corner of his mouth now bleeding. 

“Why don’t you ask her if she wants to be here with me, before charging at me?” Matt said, turning his head to look back at me, his eyeballs piercing into my flesh. 

“Of course she doesn’t want to be here with you asshole, why the fuck would she want…” 

Swallowing hard, I knew I only had one choice and it was going to change everything. “I do,” I interrupted, trying to conceal the shaking in my voice. 

“What? Why? Why would you want anything to do with him when he’s treating you like this?” Brandon asked, his expression letting me know he was unconvinced of my statement. 

“I already told you, bro,” Matt paused, emphasizing the word bro. “She wants me and she likes it rough. I’m not doing anything to her that she doesn’t want me to do. We’re a couple now.” He gestured between us. “So this is really none of your goddamn concern,” he said before turning his head to look at me for confirmation, letting me know it was now my turn to speak up. 

“He’s right Brandon, about everything. I do want him.” I turned toward Matt. “Please, just go away. Stop bothering me and leave us alone now.” 

Then I reached up, grabbed Matt’s face and kissed him...hopefully with enough conviction to get Brandon to leave. 

When I finished, Brandon stared at me. He looked like I had just physically just torn his heart out and threw it at him.

I felt my own heart sink then.

“Sorry, I thought...I’m sorry,” he mumbled softly, brushing his hand through his hair, before turning and walking away.

It wasn’t until after Brandon was off the football field that Matt turned to look at me again. “So, where were we?” he asked before grabbing me with even more force than before. 

“Stop, let go of me!” I screamed, before pushing him off of me, trying to put some distance between us. 

“I know you want this as much as I do. You’re just scared because of what happened in the bathroom that day. Stop acting like you don’t feel it to.” 

My worst fears were confirmed then. He was obsessed with me and he was never going to stop. Not until I did something about it. 

He took a step forward before he spoke. “Look, I’m sorry about what I did that day. Just give me a chance, we can be together. We don’t have to be a secret anymore. I want everyone to know you’re mine. I even broke up with Kristy, we just went to prom together as a stupid formality and…” 

My anger began to reach a frightening level at that point, his obsession had ruined a friendship with Sean; and ruined things with Brandon beyond repair. Not to mention all the threats and manipulation he had put me through. I saw red, and God, I wanted him to hurt. 

“Shut up!” I screamed, cutting him off. I was becoming so angry I was visibly shaking. 

He paused and looked at me with confusion in his eyes. “I don’t want to be with you. I don’t want to kiss you. I don’t want to have sex with you. I don’t even want to breathe the same air as you!” 

He started to speak, but I sure as hell wasn’t finished yet. “You’re a fucking psycho, a rapist, a manipulator...and the most horrible and disgusting excuse for a man I have ever seen in my life.” 

I stopped to take a breath, while backing away from him even further now. 

“But, I’m in love with you…” he started to say, before I cut him off again. 

“Stop. I don’t love you, and I never, ever will. Ever,” I said, my voice now calm and steady.

“Just let me go,” I finished, while shaking my head and turning to leave. 

I was halfway down the football field before I felt hands around my throat, cutting off my air supply…causing me to black out.




 

Chapter 17 ℗

 

 

“Wake up cupcake. Please wake up.”

I opened my eyes; I was lying on a hard and cold surface, surrounded by darkness, except for one ray of light that shined above me. 

My throat was on fire, but when I tried to speak my voice was muffled, my mouth covered by some type of cloth. 

“There she is. I missed you.” I looked up to find Matt peering down at me, the jacket to his tux now off.   

“Look, I know what happened before was a little scary, but if you stop misbehaving and stop hurting my feelings, I won’t have to do things like that,” he said, his hand brushing over my hair. 

I tried to speak again. “Ah, ah, ah. No cupcake. You’ve said quite enough for one night, don’t you think?” I moved my hands up, trying to punch or scratch him, but he just grabbed my wrists, held them in his hands and kissed them. 

“Baby, why do you want to hurt me so much? Can’t you see how much I love you? I’m only trying to protect you,” he said, lowering himself to rest his head on my chest, rendering me even more immobile. 

“I hate how things are between us now and all I want to do is try and make it right again. Now, how should I go about that? Oh…wait…I know…” his voice taking on an even more sinister tone. ”I’m just going to have to get rid of everyone standing in our way. Should I start with Sean? Or maybe Brandon? But then again you did a pretty good job of that tonight yourself. Did you see the look in his eyes? Priceless. I mean, if I wasn’t so in love with you, I would be pissed at you for hurting him that much. He is my best friend after all.” 

His finger then traced the sweetheart cut outline of my dress. “You know, this dress really is stunning.   It’s almost as beautiful as you are. I’m so glad I bought it for you.” 

He shifted and I heard the sound of a zipper before he tugged his pants down. “What’s that expression again?” he asked, his eyes now looking at me. 

“Oh that’s right, thou giveth, thou taketh away,” he answered himself, right before I heard my dress rip and he took it off. 

I turned to move then, trying my hardest to get away from him. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” he said, before pulling me in into his arms. 

“Don’t you remember those things I said in the bathroom that day about your family and the diner?” he asked, tilting my chin up to look at him.

I softly nodded my head in acknowledgment.

“Then do you really think it’s in your best interest to keep me from loving you?” he asked waiting for my answer. 

I stared at him wide eyed and shook my head. 

“God. Lizzie. This is not how tonight was supposed to go. Not at all. I wanted to bring you back to my lake house and make love to you by the water, after declaring to everyone that you were mine. Not settle for a quick fuck behind the school bleachers,” he said, while rocking me in his arms.

“Lizzie, tell me I didn’t screw everything up. Tell me I can still fix this... fix us,” he said, nuzzling against my ear.

It was then that I realized there really was no point in trying to fight him anymore, because just like on the football field, he would always win. I would never beat him. 

The only thing I could do was try to give him what he wanted and just hope that it was enough to keep everyone I cared about safe. I promised myself, that I would do everything I could, to protect the people I love the most. 

Unfortunately, it was going to have to start with this.

I reached out for Matt’s hand, he looked about as shocked as I felt. 

I brushed his hair out of his eyes and I didn’t scream after he removed the gag from my mouth. I kissed him the way he wanted me to and for the first time, I didn’t flinch when he entered me. I barely even breathed the entire time. 

 

***

After he finished putting his clothes back on, Matt said he had to run and get everything ready for the party at the lake house.

“You’re coming this weekend right?” he asked, kissing my forehead.

“I was supposed to go to Sean’s lake house with my friends this weekend.” 

His eyes darkened and narrowed at my words. 

Shit. 

“But, obviously I’m not going now, because I’ll be with you,” I said quickly, before I could anger him. 

He seemed pleased by my statement.   “I left my bag of clothes and stuff for the weekend in Miranda’s jeep though, so I’m gonna have to wait before I can meet you up there.” I was hoping I would have time to see my friends and make up a viable excuse as to why I was no longer going. 

However, something told me that when they talked to Sean they would already assume as much. 

“I know, I already took care of it. Your stuff is at the house already. I had Jordan grab it out of her car before. She really should learn how to lock her doors,” he said coldly, while buttoning up his tux jacket. 

Don’t let him see that you’re angry, I reminded myself. Don’t let him see any emotion that he could use against you, or anyone else. 

“Great,” I said, while slipping into my torn prom dress. “Let’s go.” 

“Sorry cupcake, but I’m not going to be the one taking you up there, I have someone else coming to get you,” he said, before quickly kissing me on the lips.

Oh no…

“Who?” I asked, silently praying that my sudden bolt of intuition wasn’t right. 

“Brandon…silly,” he said, his eyes daring me to protest. 

“What? Why? You had me get rid of him before, I don’t understand,” I said, nervously. 

Good job Lizzie, real smooth.

“Because Lizzie, what better way to get him to really back the fuck off, then having him pick you up- knowing that I had fucked you only moments before?” he asked, although it sounded a lot more like a declaration.

“Furthermore, he'll know during the whole drive up, that he's the one delivering you to me; so that you can spend the entire weekend with me and fuck me some more. It will eat him alive,” he finished, before slowly stalking toward me, his eyes full of danger. 

“You’re mine…no one gets to touch you without my say-so. Got it? No one else calls the shots, or controls a damn thing regarding you, but me. Understand? Besides, after this weekend, neither one of you are ever going to want to be around one another again...and I’ll make sure of it,” he said, before taking off.




 

Chapter 18 ℗

 

 

Don't cry, don't cry, don't cry- I told myself, before pulling myself out from underneath the bleachers, waiting for Brandon's arrival. 

You're better than this, you can and you will get through this. You are strong. Just breathe, I reminded myself while sitting on a bleacher stand, bringing my head to my knees.

Just when I felt myself start to cave in, I looked down at a pair of shoes. 

“Ready?” Brandon asked, his expression stoic and his demeanor hard, giving nothing away.

“Brandon...I'm so…” I started, before quickly being cut off. 

“Save it. I really don't want to hear it,” he said before walking to his car, leaving me to trail behind him. 

He held the door open for me. “You've got a leaf in your hair and your dress is all dirty.” 

“Real classy,” he said as I got in, followed by the loud slamming of the car door. 

We sat in dead silence for the first half of the car ride.

I fiddled with a compact trying to cover the bruises that would undoubtedly already be forming. 

I could feel Brandon's eyes on me right before he spoke. “You know, I never would have pegged you for one of those girls,” he scoffed. 

I closed my eyes, I really didn't want to have this conversation with him. “I thought you didn't want to talk to me?”   

“I forgot, I'm only worth your while when I'm bailing you out of all the fuck up situations you always seem to get yourself into,” he said, his tone sharp and intentionally hurtful as he continued. “I'm never actually worthy of any kind of real explanation from you though, right? But I guess I should just consider myself lucky. At least you’re not wasting my time with bullshit lies and cover-up stories, like you do with everyone else,” he finished. 

“What do you want from me Brandon? I told you I was sorry for hurting your feelings earlier,” I said, before turning my head toward the open window and closing my eyes. 

I needed air, I didn't like where this conversation was headed. I feared knowing what he must really think of me in this moment. I feared my heart shattering into a million tiny little pieces right in front of him. But what I feared the most was telling him the truth and placing him smack-dab center in Matt's path of destruction. 

“What do I want from you? I'll tell you what I want from you?” he replied, raising his voice so loud I shook. 

He veered off to the side of the dark road paved with trees. He turned off the ignition and faced me. 

I stared at him, a mixture of disbelief and terror across my face. “Don't give me that look Lizzie, surely if you like all that shit,” he paused and pointed to my neck, “Then you can handle someone raising their voice in anger. Or does that not get your panties all wet after all?” 

I blurted out the first thing that popped into my head, “Don't talk about my panties,” I said, secretly wanting to kick myself. 

“Why not? Lord knows enough people have probably been in them by now.”

“Excuse me? Where the hell do you get off...” 

“I don't, but you sure as fuck must right?” 

I felt like he just smacked me in the face. In fact, I'm pretty sure I would have preferred that to whatever the hell this was.

“What's the matter Lizzie? Am I hitting a nerve? But then again you'd probably like that, huh?”

I couldn't take it anymore, so I got out of the car and ran. 

“Lizzie, wait,” he said chasing after me.

“Why? So you can just throw more insults my way? Come on, get it all out. Tell me how you really feel,” I said, while glaring at him, beyond furious now. 

“My mistake Lizzie, I forgot. Your feelings are the only feelings that ever count. Well,you and him.” 

“Why are you acting like this?” I asked before throwing my hands up in disgust and turning around so I didn't have to look at him. 

“Because I'm angry! I'm angry that all I ever seem to do is clean up your mess. I'm angry that you will swear one thing to me, but your actions are the complete opposite. I'm angry that I'm always so quick to come to your defense, despite what I constantly see with my own eyes and hear from others. I'm angry, because I've punched my best friend of 18 years, in the face for you, and physically assaulted him yet again tonight…thinking that I was defending your honor…all for me to be proven wrong…again...and look like an asshole. I'm angry, because you were screaming my name in bed, while it was him who was between your legs. I'm angry because I've seen not one, but two guys tonight, with their hands and lips all over you. But most of all…I'm angry, because I'm afraid I made the mistake of falling for a girl who's apparently a slut, and whose idea of a good time is getting taken advantage of, and getting smacked around,” he said before grabbing my arm and turning me around to face him. 

“Don't touch me!” I cried out through sobs. “At least I know now how you really feel about me,” I finished, mascara now streaming down my face.

“Lizzie. I didn’t...God,” he said, before cupping my face in his hands. “Please, tell me I'm wrong. Please, just tell me the truth for once and all when I ask you this question, because I really need to know.” 

“What question?” I asked, my tears still falling. I already knew exactly what it was he was going to ask me.

“Does Matt rape you, or do you have sex with him because it's something that you truly want to do? Has he ever raped you?” 

“That's two questions,” I said, with my head down.   

“Goddammit Lizzie!” 

I always thought the worst feeling in the world was being raped and blackmailed by Matt. 

I was wrong. 

The worst feeling in the world, is having to lie to the only person I've ever been in love with, and lose them forever. 

“No Brandon. Matt's never raped me…I'm sleeping with him because I want to. Now please, take me to him.”




 

Chapter 19

 

 

We drove the rest of the way to the lake house in absolute silence. I couldn't stand being in my own skin anymore. Matt didn't even have to purposely do anything else to tear Brandon and I apart, the nail was already in the coffin. In his eyes, I was nothing but a slutty liar with some serious issues. 

His words not only hurt me because they were coming from him...they hurt me because it was exactly how I was starting to feel about myself on the inside.

If Brandon and I were already this fucked up before we even made it to the lake house, I was scared shitless to find out what else Matt had up his sleeve. 

Due to the detour that Brandon and I had taken on the drive up, by the time we arrived most of the people were already passed out drunk. 

I watched in slow-motion as Heather went to greet Brandon. She wrapped her arms around him and his dimple briefly made an appearance, while his strong arms met her embrace.

It killed me, knowing that I was only one lie away from being the one safely wrapped up in him. 

I used to pride myself on brutal honesty, and now...it seemed like I lied way more times than I actually told the truth. 

Just a few months ago, I was so excited about leaving this town, and going off to Penn-State. I didn't have a care in the world. My biggest problem had revolved around an incident that happened a year prior, involving gastric juices and a closet. 

It all seemed so silly now. 

“Hey cupcake, have a nice drive?” Matt asked, his arms around my waist holding me tight. I wasn't sure what the right answer to that question was supposed be, so I just shrugged. 

“Come on sexy, let's get you ready for bed,” he said, while taking my hand and leading me upstairs. 

That night, after Matt had his way with me again and slept next to me snoring softly...I let the rest of my tears fall.   

 

***

 

I woke up after what seemed like an eternity. I looked over and Matt had already left the room. 

Yawning, I made my way downstairs to get a bottle of water. 

While rummaging through the fridge, I heard them.

“I'm sorry man, I feel like such a jerk. I don't know what I was thinking,” I heard Brandon's voice say.

“It's cool man, it happens. I forgive you. Not enough to let you fuck her, but maybe I'll come around someday,” Matt said. 

“You're crazy,” Brandon replied, after they both laughed and left the room. 

Yeah, this weekend was going to be torture. So, I did the only thing I could do. I started drinking. 

I mean, if you can't beat em' join em' right?   ℗   

 

***

 

“You're a little party animal this weekend huh, cupcake?” Matt asked, as I danced around in bright red booty shorts and a white tank top, my black bra clearly visible underneath it. 

It was around 9pm, and the lake house was in full-on party mode.

“Only for you,” I said winking, before bending down slowly, giving Matt an eye-full of my ass. 

I had been steadily drinking since the late afternoon and I was quickly getting past the point of no return.

I even caught Matt switching out a few of my drinks for water when he thought I wasn't looking. 

“Would you stop staring at her,” I heard Heather say to Brandon, her voice clearly annoyed. 

I smiled, and continued to sway to the music. Anything was better then feeling the way I had yesterday. It also made Matt's advances so much more tolerable, and it made being in the same room with Brandon somewhat survivable. 

“Yes, you are. I've been watching you stare right at her the entire night!” Heather screamed.

“Hey can you keep it down over there? I'm trying to enjoy the music,” I shouted while continuing to gyrate. 

“Damn baby you are a force to be reckoned with tonight,” Matt said, while reaching up to grab a slice of pizza and smack me on the behind. 

“Well someone has to. I mean look at her. She's just asking for trouble and Matt's sure as fuck not gonna look out for her. He'll get distracted playing beer-pong and she'll end up dying from alcohol poisoning. What am I supposed to do?” I overheard Brandon say to Heather, his voice clearly irritated now. 

I sashayed over to where they were standing, the alcohol in my system fully in effect now. “Oh no, no, no. You are not my knight-in-shining armour tonight,” I said, while poking him in the chest. 

“Don't worry, you don't have to save me. Your services are no longer needed.” 

Then, I took a bottle and poured two shots. 

I was headed for shark-infested waters and I couldn't stop myself. I smiled. “In fact, you should probably take one of these,” I said, briefly pausing to hand him one of the shots.   “Maybe then you can stop staring at my sweet ass and start paying attention to your actual girlfriends...cheers,” I finished, before throwing it back. 

Brandon looked at me, anger flashed in his eyes before he swallowed the shot. 

“Woo, cupcake you're killing me tonight. I can't remember the last time I had this much fun. I mean, not since that day in the bathroom,” Matt said, while pouring himself a shot and winking at me.

No doubt, his statement was meant to be a warning for my drunken outburst. 

My mind flashed back to that day, I didn't even realize that I had stopped dancing, until I heard Brandon mutter, “Fuck this shit…” while reaching for another shot, bringing me back to reality. 

The pain was too much, and I needed a distraction, and quick. 

“Let's go skinny-dipping!” I shouted, ignoring   when both Matt and Brandon then stood, their mouths hanging wide open, looking visibly stunned. 

“I swear to God Brandon, if you follow her out there and watch her, we are so done,” Heather shouted before I ran outside. 

I ran all the way to the dock of the lake before Matt caught up with me. Crap. 

“Yeah, I think you could use a cold shower right about now,” Matt said, before scooping me up in his arms and throwing me in the cold lake. 

“She can't fucking swim you idiot!” Brandon screamed, before jumping in after me.

I had no recollection of when I had told him that. My brain struggled to make the connection as my head dipped beneath the water, fluid slowly starting to fill my lungs. 

I felt two-sets of arms pull me out of the water, eventually laying me down on the dock.

“Baby, I'm so sorry. I had no idea,” I heard Matt's voice say above me, his tone sounding surprisingly petrified.

I couldn't help but begin to laugh when I thought about the sheer irony of the moment. 

I mean, just last night his hands were wrapped around my throat putting me in danger, and now he was sounding as if he was suddenly scared for my life? 

Sputtering up water while I continued to laugh, I finally opened my eyes. 

Both Brandon and Matt looked at me like I was some sort of maniac.   

Wrapping me up in a tight embrace, Matt held me for what felt like hours before finally letting me go and helping me stand on my feet. 

“I'm so glad you're alright,” he said, twirling his fingers in mine as we headed back to the house. I mumbled a quick “Yeah,” before he stopped walking and turned around to face me. 

“I have a proposition for you,” he said, while studying my face. 

What the hell was he talking about? 

“Huh?”

“I know you think I'm the worlds biggest asshole...and you would be right about that...but I will never throw your mistakes in your face, because I sure as fuck make a lot of them. Lizzie, I love you. I can never look at you with disgust, or think of you as any less than perfect, no matter what you do.” 

His fingers grazed down my arm. “I could never be a hypocrite and pretend to be something I'm not. Unlike some other people.” 

I didn't understand where, exactly he was going with his statement; so I just stayed silent and waited for him to get to the point. 

“Look, I know you have feelings for Brandon, it's obvious...” I opened my mouth, ready to protest fearing what he would say or do next. He held his hand up to stop me. “I see the way you look at him, and I know you think he's a great guy who would never do anything to hurt you. I know you think he's everything that I'm not,” he said, before closing his eyes. 

After a minute he finally continued. “So my proposition is this. I want you to throw yourself at him and seduce him. I want you to put him in a position where he won't be able to say no to you despite himself. And I'll help you, because let's face it- you really have no experience in that department,” he said, failing to hide his amusement. 

Trying not to let his insult affect me, I finally spoke, “Why in the world would I do that?” 

“Because then maybe you'll finally be able to see things for what they are. He's just going to use you to get whatever it is he wants from you. He'll end up hurting you, even more than I already have. He will never love you the way I do Lizzie. He's not capable of it.” 

“This doesn't make any sense, how in the world will hooking up with him, accomplish any of that? You're crazy,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 

Matt must really be drunk off his ass. Either that; or he was even more delusional and insane than I ever thought possible...and that was saying a lot. The second option being the most probable, made me shiver. 

“If he's such a great guy like you think, he won't take the bait and let you go through with it. If he really loves you, at least the way I do, then he'll walk away from you- despite how much it might hurt him in the process,” Matt answered, his expression unreadable, which was so unusual for him. 

“Okay, let's say I choose to go through with this, what's in it for me? What's this big proposition?”

“If, and only if, Brandon walks away from you, after a genuine effort on our part...then I will too. I'll never come near you again and I'll leave you alone forever. You have my word,” he said looking me right in the eyes.   

His expression was...well, shit. His expression was something I've never seen from him before. For the first time in his life, he appeared genuine and sincere. 

“I won't force you to go through with it, but I really think you should,” he said, before kissing me on the cheek and walking back up to the house.

I stood there in utter shock. 

I mean, who's to say that Brandon would even fall for my seduction in the first place? 

Matt was right, I had no experience with that kind of thing. Every sexual experience that I've ever had was forced upon me. Besides the one with Sean, and well, that wasn't exactly a shining spot on my sexual repertoire.

“9th grade,” I heard a voice say behind me, my thoughts now interrupted.   

“What?” I asked, turning around   to see Brandon standing right of me. 

“That's how I knew you couldn't swim,” Brandon answered.

“Okay?” 

“At my dad's funeral, you and the rest of our class came out to pay your respects. When you came up to offer your condolences...you briefly told me about how my father had rescued you from drowning when you were a little kid,” he finished, waiting for my response.

It made perfect sense to me now. 

When I was about 6 or so, my mom had taken me out to one of those public pools. She had to go to the restroom, so she had asked the lifeguard if he could keep an eye on me for just a minute or two. 

I had a bad habit of sneaking away to the deep end and bouncing on the really high diving boards when she wasn't looking. I was always too fearful to actually jump off, but I loved the feeling of being able to jump up and down while so high in the air. Needless to say, the lifeguard got distracted by some pretty girl in a bikini...and off I went. 

I barely let out a shout, before my head went under and I was submerged under the water. I obviously had panicked, which only made it worse.

I thought I was a goner, until I felt a huge pair of arms pick me up and bring me to the surface. I remember my mother being hysterical but extremely thankful to the big stranger. 

I found out later that it was Mr. Rivers, Brandon's father; who saved me that day. 

The experience left me so traumatized that I never went near those diving boards again. 

In fact, I refused to have anything to do with water, despite my parents protests.

I had completely forgotten that I ever told him about that. I'd never been to a funeral before and Brandon was so understandably upset, I just wanted to tell him something that I hoped would make him smile. 

Brandon spoke then, bringing me out of my thoughts. “Yeah. People kept coming up to me shoving stories of his glory days playing football down my throat. It was all they ever talked about when it came to him. It was making me even more depressed, until I saw you. You were the only person who shared a story about my Dad that had nothing to do with football. You left me with a pleasant memory of him and I was so grateful for it.” 

We stood there in silence for a few moments before he spoke again. 

“Well...I'm gonna go back in. Heather's probably about to have a coronary,” he said, before making his way past me and back to the house. 

Crap. I had a lot of thinking to do.




 

Chapter 20

 

 

I had been thinking and drinking, for the better part of a half-hour when I had finally made my decision. Matt or no Matt, Brandon was never going to look at me the same way again. Our disastrous drive the night before had made that abundantly clear, the damage was already done.

I couldn't fix Brandon and me, but there was definitely something I could fix…my life.

I wasn't stupid enough to go into this blindly, thinking that Matt would actually keep his word, but Christ, if there was even a small chance of an out that left everyone safe and unharmed…I'd be stupid not to take it.

When I finally walked back into the house, I found Brandon sitting by himself.   He was quietly drinking a fresh beer, a few empty bottles surrounded him. The party was still in full swing all around him, music still blaring, but he didn't seem to notice or care.   

“Hey,” I said, while fighting a chill. The air conditioning was turned on and I was still wearing my skimpy clothes that were now drenched from the lake. 

“Hey,” he replied back solemnly. 

“What's wrong?”   

“Heather broke up with me,” he said, before taking another swig of his beer. 

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I said, trying to hide my secret delight at the news. 

“Yeah,” he scoffed before continuing. “We were only together for 4 months. I mean, it's not like I was in love with her or anything.” 

I felt my cheeks flush while remembering his confession from the night before…right before he called me a slut. 

“I don't even care that she broke up with me all that much, but it's what she said while doing it that hurts. She said that I wasn't a real man. She was upset because I tried to have respect for her. Apparently I couldn't give her what she needed, like sexually, because I didn't wanna stick my dick in her all the time. Can you believe that?” he asked before chugging his beer. 

Oh boy. Since I really had nothing intelligent to say to that, I just nodded my head. 

“I mean, I had already went through my humping-everything-in-sight stage last year. It was really fun, but it got old real fast. Especially after I turned 18,” he said, as if he was lost in some deep thought. 

I tried to ignore the stirrings of jealousy at that comment. On the bright side, it was starting to look like this challenge might not be so hard after all. 

In fact, it seemed like a shoe-in.

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and took his hand. “Come on, I think I know how I can make you feel better.” 

“Lizzie, no. I didn't tell you this to try and get something out of you. You know I would never do something like that to you,” he said before Matt stood next to us. 

He appeared to be lurking nearby, as if waiting for this moment. 

“Well, if it isn't my two favorite people in the whole entire world,” he said now standing between Brandon and I with his arms hung over both our shoulders. 

“Come on guys. Let's have a little chat,” he said, before leading us up the stairs and into the bedroom.

While Brandon went hesitantly to stand on the other side of the room across from us, Matt grabbed my arm. “Follow my lead and do everything I say,” Matt hissed, his eyes that familiar shade of dark black I was becoming so used to. 

It was clear that Matt's Dr. Jekyll was going to be the one hosting this bedroom game, my previous thoughts were now starting to dwindle. 

“What's up?” Brandon asked, while nodding his head towards Matt. 

“So, I heard you broke up with Heather,” Matt said, his expression giving nothing away about his true intentions for this meeting. 

“Yeah. Well. It is, what it is, you know,” he replied, his head down and his hands now in his pockets.

“It's a shame. I mean, what she's going around telling people about you really has to sting man. Low-libido and limp dick at 18 is no laughing matter. The embarrassment must be killing you,” he said, his tone laced with so much nastiness, it made me wince. 

Brandon glared at him. “Yeah, well, you know. People like to lie about serious things every now and then.” 

I couldn't tell if his dig was meant more for me, or Matt. 

Oh crap, what if he thought I was willingly involved in whatever devious plan Matt was trying to sic on him. I mentally smacked my brain. Duh Lizzie. Of course he would think that, because that's exactly what you're doing.

My stomach dropped, I really didn't like this situation now. How could I be so stupid? 

Alcohol and desperation, that's how. As if reading my mind Matt interjected. “Let's have a toast, shall we?” 

Why was he suddenly acting like some 40-year old Englishmen? 

He pulled a bottle of something super dark and expensive out from behind the bed. He poured it into 3 glasses before handing one to each of us. “To lies and gifts,” he said before nodding his glass in salute.

Lies and gifts? That didn't make any sense? 

I mean the lying maybe, but gift? That didn't register with me at all. 

God Lizzie, get out of your head and pay attention to what's going on around you, I told myself, right before Matt cleared his throat and fixated his eyes on me. “You gonna drink that?” he asked raising his eyebrow at me. 

I stood nervously, embarrassed that I had blanked out for a moment. “Mhh,” I said, right before tossing it back. Shit, this was some strong liqueur, strong enough to make me start choking on it.

“Swallow Lizzie. You know how much you love to swallow,” Matt said before pouring me another shot, waiting for me to toss it back.   

I glanced across the room to Brandon, who stood watching us, his expression cool as a cucumber. 

“Swallow Lizzie,” Matt said again, touching my cheek before walking away. 

“Anyway. Seeing as I'm your best friend, I feel that it's my responsibility to cheer you up a little. Since this obviously must be such a hard time for you. Or not,” Matt said, continuing to taunt Brandon. 

Crap, he was dealing some really low-blows. Why was he being so vicious? 

I glanced back over to Brandon, he still had that cool-as-a-cucumber thing going for him, he was a lot stronger than I was. 

Matt then reached over and turned on some music. ℗       I was expecting the usual rap or rock; but instead it was slow and sensual, almost haunting. 

“Lizzie, come stand by me Beautiful,” Matt said, in a tone that made me feel like I was some kind of trophy-wife, or worse, a dog in a showroom. 

I walked over to the middle of the room, where Matt was now standing. This was getting weirder and weirder. 

“So best friend, I brought you a gift, and here she is,” he said while grabbing my hand and twirling me around briefly. 

“I'm sorry, I don't follow,” Brandon said, his expression now going from cool cucumber, to nervous and unsure. 

Matt then quickly moved behind me. He began to skim his hand down the side of my breast. My soaking wet tank top, was now sticking to my black bra, making it seem like I barely even had a shirt on in the first place. I was starting to feel hot and uncomfortable. 

What the hell was wrong with me? 

“Isn't she beautiful?” Matt asked, his tone still taunting, his eyes now meeting Brandon's. 

Brandon cleared his throat before answering, “Yes. Yes she is.” 

His gaze then shifted toward me, reminding me of that way he looked at me during the slow dance at the prom. Like I was the only one in the room. Yeah, it was definitely getting hotter in here.

Matt brushed his hand across my throat, causing fear to shoot through me briefly. He then reached into my hair and pulled my ponytail out, making my hair fall down my back in loose damp waves. His fingers shifted through it briefly before he stopped to whisper “Show time,” in my ear.

“I think she's perfect, don't you?” he asked, before dropping his hand to my thigh. He then lightly traced his finger up the inside of my thigh. 

“Yes,” Brandon whispered, his voice a low and deep rasp. His demeanor was now hard and rough.

Matt dropped to his knees in front of me before he slowly kissed the inside of my thigh. His own eyes were now a mixture of passion and evil. 

“You know, every single part of her is...perfect.” 

Brandon narrowed his eyes back toward Matt, anger flashing briefly, before he focused them back on me. He appeared to be studying my face like he was looking for the answer to some question that hadn't been asked out loud. 

“You know what the best part of a gift is?” Matt asked, his tone intentionally provoking. “The unwrapping,” he answered himself, before slowly pulling my shorts off. 

My g-string was now the only thing covering my lower half. I glanced over at Brandon. He stood up straight and appeared calm, but he swallowed hard when his eyes looked down at my legs. 

Now, I was finding myself turned on, this was definitely not a part of the freaking plan. 

Matt's eyes found mine, his expression curious and amused, as if he had just figured out my internal dilemma. “Do you want Brandon?” Matt asked, his tone warning me I better not lie. 

Now, I knew exactly what he meant when he said it had to be a genuine attempt at seduction.   

“Yes,” I breathed, secretly hating how I was giving myself away. 

“Then go to him,” he said, standing there more sinister than ever, eagerly anticipating the interaction ahead of us.

I walked over to Brandon, his breathing was now heavy. His sexy lips were parted slightly and he looked as though he was in a combination of agony and lust. Like I was the forbidden fruit. One small move in either direction would tip him overboard. I had to at least try to beat Matt at his own game this once. I had to tip the scales back in my direction, it was my only chance.

I looked into Brandon’s eyes, willing him to just try and keep it together for a little while longer. He met my gaze and it felt as though an unspoken agreement was passed between us.   

That's when I felt Matt's presence in the back of me. “Cupcake, if you want him, then you have to take him,” Matt said, as he put his hand on my lower back and pushed me gently until I fell against Brandon's pelvis.

I gasped when my waist pressed against him, surprised to find him harder than a rock underneath his jeans. Those allegations regarding his manhood couldn't have been further from the truth.   

I looked back up at Brandon, his eyes were now closed, his expression appearing as though he was stuck inside his own internal torment. 

This isn't the way it was supposed to be. I suffered Matt's torture on my own, in silence because I didn't want anyone else to be in pain. I closed my eyes then too, hating the thought that I, myself was the one responsible for all his pain now. 

“You know what to do. Stop just standing there like an idiot. He's not me, that's not gonna cut it,” Matt growled in my ear, before he smacked my ass. 

Taking a deep breath, I reached out my hand and moved it slowly up Brandon's thigh, finally landing on his now bulging package. 

He opened his eyes then, giving me a look of both confusion and arousal. I reached for his zipper and pulled it down. 

Just as I was about to reach my hand inside to release him, he spoke. “No,” he said, stopping me dead in my tracks. 

“What's the matter friend, don't like your gift?” Matt asked, his tone annoyed. 

“I like my gift just fine, but something tells me it might have been stolen goods,” he said, his tone now taunting Matt. 

He turned to me and took a deep breath. “Lizzie, give me your hand. Please,” he said, before taking my hand in his own and giving it a soft squeeze. 

“You don't have to do this. I don't want you bearing the brunt of Matt's anger toward me. I never want to hurt you, or see you hurt...unlike some people,” he said, his eyes flashing pure rage aimed at Matt with his last statement. 

God, if I didn't want him before...I sure as fuck did now.

“Come on. I hardly think that giving you a blow-job is really gonna break her spirit. You fucking pussy,” Matt said, his temper now flaring as he continued. “Besides, if you won't let her give you one. Then I have at least 6 other guys downstairs who are already lined up and just waiting to go. I gotta tell ya Brandon, they're really hoping you're not up to the task,” Matt snapped. 

He swept my hair to the side and planted a kiss on my neck. “You'll willingly do that for me right cupcake? I mean, I just want to be clear here, so that everyone in this room knows that I'm not forcing you to do that or anything else against your will.” 

He wasn’t playing fair, not that I really expected him to in the first place...but even I wasn't prepared for the extent that he would go to win at all costs tonight. 

This wasn't just one of his regular manipulative traps, this was a fucking land-mine. A land-mine that I willingly dragged Brandon into, which was something I fought so hard against doing in the first place. 

Fine, if giving blowjobs to 6 or more guys is what it would take to free Brandon from this nightmare...well then so be it. 

Matt had already taken almost every ounce of self respect I had anyway, what's a little more at this point. 

“No you wouldn't be forcing me against my will if I did that. I would do it willingly,” I replied, surprised at how smooth my voice was when I said it. 

“Lizzie, do you even know what you're saying ? Do you even know what you're agreeing to?” Brandon asked, looking at me in utter disbelief. “You know Matt, maybe you should try asking her before you hype her up on Booze and only God-knows what else. I mean really Matt, of course when she's drunk off her ass she's goi...” Brandon started to say, ready to charge in Matt's direction, before I cut him off. “I'm not drunk. I'm stone cold sober now. I can walk a straight line for you if you want,” I said, my voice cold and distant now, anything to get him out of this web. 

“You're really going to go through with this?” Brandon asked, failing to hide the sheer disgust in his voice. 

I nodded my head, I just needed him to get out of this room already.     

Matt shrugged. “Bro, I told you from the get-go. I'm not forcing her to do anything that she doesn't agree to. Some girls are just wired a little quirkier than others.” 

Brandon ignored him and turned towards me instead. “Look at me. Look me right in the eyes now and tell me that is something you really want to do,” he said, his rage for Matt now suddenly carried over to me.

“Yes,” I said looking him in the eyes. 

“Fine!” he roared, slamming   the door so hard on his way out a glass broke. 

That's when it hit me. I was so worried about Brandon…I didn't even realize. 

The tables were now turned. Matt's plan to manipulate Brandon had backfired in his face. 

I turned to face him, “I believe we had a deal,” I said smugly, while taking on his signature evil glare, loving that I was finally free.




 

Chapter 21 ℗

 

 

My freedom was short lived. 

Brandon came charging back into the room only moments later. 

“Let's go,” Brandon said out of breath, trying to undo his belt buckle. 

“Yes. Yes we do,” Matt hissed into my ear, loving that the ball was back in his field, where it always stayed. 

I stared at Brandon, I didn't know whether I wanted to punch him for ruining everything...or pounce on him because he made me so unbelievably horny.

I decided to do neither, because I needed to hear the reasons behind why he changed his mind. Just as I was working up the nerve to find out, Matt had interjected. “So nice of you to join us again Brandon. It's good to know I'm not the only one who gets excited at the thought of Lizzie's hot little mouth on their cock. In fact, I think...“ Matt started to say before Brandon cut him off. “That's not the reason I came back. You know damn well why I'm here,” Brandon growled. 

I looked over to Matt. I briefly noticed something odd flash across his face for a moment. I must have been seeing things, because for a second Matt appeared to look almost nervous? Or maybe regretful? 

Yeah, I was definitely hallucinating because Matt didn't do nervous, and well; his actions were proof enough that he never felt an ounce of remorse for anything that he ever did. 

“Anyway, where were we? Before the mood was so rudely ruined by thoughts and judgments,” Matt said, his eyes veering toward Brandon.   

“Lizzie, get over here,” Matt said, summoning me to him. “Cupcake, let's try to keep him entertained enough this time around, huh?” He grabbed my chin. “Or do I have to do everything for you again, because you lack the ability to figure out what it takes to actually turn a guy on,” he finished, his tone more malicious then I had ever heard from him before. 

He was obviously furious with me right now. 

His words stung, I couldn't help but think that maybe it was why Brandon didn't want me after all. Maybe he just came back, because he felt bad for me. 

Great, he was about to let me blow him out of pity. Perfect. 

I didn't even realize that tears had started welling in my eyes until Brandon's voice distracted me.   “She doesn't need to figure out how to be sexy or how to turn guys on,” Brandon said, while looking at Matt like he was about to wring his neck. “She does that all by herself.” 

“Well let's just see about that. Get on the bed, and start touching yourself...now,” Matt said. 

He sounded determined not to lose this round. 

“W..what?” I asked, my voice shaking with nerves. 

He couldn't be serious. I felt myself about to break down. “Matt, please don't make me do that in front of him. I'm not sexy or pretty enough and he would never want to see me do something like that. He'll be even more disgusted by me,” I said quietly as my insecurities reached an all time high.

I looked up to see Brandon staring at me with sadness in his eyes.   “Lizzie, while Matt and I do have very different sexual tastes,” he said,looking at Matt with disdain.. “I think there's one thing that we can both agree on. Lizzie, you're beautiful and sexy…it would be a privilege for any guy to see you do something like that.” 

I didn't know what to think or say at that moment, so I just stayed quiet. After a while, Matt's voice broke up the silence. “Lizzie, can you just do what I asked you to do? Now.” 

Brandon looked at him with repulsion. He looked like he wanted to say something, but then thought better of it. 

I took a deep breath, and walked over to the bed. “Fine,” I said, truly hating my life in that moment. 

I laid myself down on the bed, facing the both of them. I moved my g-string over to the side before I brought my fingers down and slowly began doing what Matt had asked of me. 

“What the fuck Lizzie? Can you at least try to look like you're enjoying yourself? I mean, you're touching yourself, for crying out loud,” Matt said before sighing, his annoyance with me now reaching frightening levels. 

How was I supposed to enjoy myself, when I hated myself? And I hated what he was making me do in front of Brandon.

“You know, you have the charm of a Neanderthal. Would you stop talking to her like she's doing something wrong, when she's only trying to do exactly what you told her to in the first place,” Brandon said as he turned to look at Matt. “For reasons I'll never understand,” he muttered under his breath, before putting his head in his hands. 

That's when it became clear to me that I was obviously so unappealing, that Brandon would rather look at Matt, or anywhere else for that matter…then look at me while I'm half naked and touching myself in front of him. 

I removed my hand and stopped. The tears started falling, uncontrollably now, right before I let out a big sob.

“Lizzie, look at me,” I heard Brandon's voice call out to me. 

I hesitated, but my eyes finally reached his. 

“Do you know how sexy you are? Do you know what you do to me? How you make me feel? Do you know how much I want you? How incredibly alluring you are?” Brandon asked before he stood directly over me, his eyes full of passion and heat as he looked down at me. 

My breathing started getting harder then. I brought my hand back down over my panties and started lightly stroking myself as he watched me, his eyes never leaving my body. 

“Do you know all the dirty, filthy thoughts I have when I'm in bed and I start thinking about you?” he asked, as his eyes commanded me to keep going.

I moved my fingers inside my panties before I slowly started touching my clit. My embarrassment and tears were now long-gone and replaced with pure arousal. I watched as his own breathing became deeper and he swallowed hard before he slowly licked his lips, pure lust in his eyes now. 

Then, I heard him speak again. “Do you know how erotic it is watching you touch yourself right now?” he asked, his eyes now completely fascinated by what I was doing between my legs. 

I was reaching the threshold, my pressure building rapidly and begging for a release as I sped my pace up. My hips started writhing as I moaned under his gaze. He stepped closer to me, before he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Do you know how much I want to see you come while you're looking at me?”

Oh god. I was so close, I could taste it. I was at the brink and I couldn't hold back any longer.

His gaze slowly, seductively, shifted back up my body, eventually meeting my eyes, “Come for me,” he commanded, before I found my release while screaming his name. 

“Well, as thrilling as that all was. There's still another matter at hand; or rather mouth, that needs to be taken care of Lizzie,” Matt's voice antagonized, bringing me out of my post-orgasm bliss. 

Something told me that he probably wasn't too happy that Brandon had taken over the reins and turned something that was supposed to belittle and embarrass me, into something that gave me pleasure. 

In fact, I was so focused on Brandon, I   forgot that Matt was still in the room. 

I sat up, and turned to face Matt. “Don't worry, I'll gladly take care of that. In fact, I look forward to it,” I said, my voice intentionally spiteful, before walking over toward Brandon.

“Lizzie, are you sure?” Brandon asked, sounding nervous and unsure of himself now. 

“Get on your knees,” Matt's voice boomed, from behind me. 

No doubt probably getting nervous that he was in danger of losing again.

“Watch it,” Brandon barked. 

“Look, if you don't like the way it is between her and I and you have a problem with what we do, and how we choose to do it. You can just go back downstairs and send those other guys up,” Matt bellowed back.

Brandon shot him a look of repulsion, before turning to set his eyes back on me. “You're amazing, you know that right? You’re worth so much more than this,” he said while taking a step toward me and closing the space between us.   

He cupped my face in his hands and leaned down, his lips now only a centimeter away from mine. It was enough to make me dizzy. God, I wanted him so bad. I tilted my head up, preparing to finally kiss him. 

Then, Matt's voice stopped me. “Lizzie, I told you to suck him...not kiss him.” 

“Really, you expect her to suck my dick, but she's not allowed to kiss me? What the fuck kind of sense does that make?” Brandon asked, before throwing his hands up in frustration. 

“See, that's the thing. It's not supposed to make sense to you Brandon...and you wanna know why? Because everything she's about to do to you. Well, she's doing it for me, and me only. She is mine. I won. So just get your dick sucked like a real man and shut the fuck up already,” Matt said, before pacing back and forth across the room, angrier than I've ever seen him before. He looked like he was about to have a nervous breakdown, which made me petrified. I needed to get this over and done with before he snapped, and who knows what he would do then.

I dropped to my knees in front of Brandon. 

“You can stop at any time, you don't have to go through with this,” he said as he swept his thumb along my lips. 

I looked down, his erection was bulging at the seams, sending   such an intense wave of arousal through my body, I had to close my eyes. 

I heard the sound of a zipper lowering and I looked up. I reached into his pants and I pulled him out, hearing him moan softly as I did it. 

He closed his eyes and I opened my mouth preparing to take him in. 

That's when I felt another pair of arms behind me hugging me around my waist. 

“This is killing me. Please don't do it, please,” Matt said, practically whimpering into my ear, his voice low enough to only be heard by me. 

So that's why he was acting so off the rails before. He was crazy with jealousy. Serves him right for putting everyone in this situation in the first place. It was time to teach him a little lesson. 

I turned my head towards Matt. Then, looking him right in the eyes, I took Matt’s hands and placed them on my breasts. He moaned into my neck. 

I took a deep breath, before I lost my nerve. 

I turned my head back to Brandon. I opened my mouth and ran my tongue along the length of Brandon's cock before wrapping my mouth around his thickness. The groan of pleasure from Brandon, and the groan of agony from Matt were both equally satisfying. 

“Lizzie?” I heard Miranda's voice shriek. She sounded horrified.




 

Chapter 22

 

 

There really is no elegant way to remove one guy's penis from your mouth, while simultaneously removing a second guy's hands from your breasts...but I did it as quickly as I could. 

At least Brandon had the good grace to look embarrassed about the whole situation. Matt however, handled it like it was an everyday occurrence.

“Okay, the chick can come in; but those two dudes, definitely have to stay outside. There's enough sausage in this room already,” Matt said, his tone dripping with arrogance as he nodded toward the door. 

I didn't have the guts to look up, knowing that Sean and Bill had also witnessed what happened. So, I just buried my face in my hands while Brandon quickly zipped up his jeans. 

“Okay, I'm gonna go in and talk to her, you guys wait out here,” I heard Miranda say before closing the door on Bill and Sean, despite their protests. 

I watched her enter the room through my hands, because it was about all I could take at that moment. 

“Hey guys, do you think you can give us a second alone so we can talk?” Miranda asked.

“Nope. You ran into my house uninvited, and then ran into my room. I'm staying right here,” Matt said as Brandon and him took seats on the bed. 

“Fine. Lizzie, are you okay with them being here while we talk?” Miranda asked me. I still couldn't face her, so I just shrugged. 

She then came over to me and gently pulled my hands down from my face. “I called your house because you weren't answering your cell and your mom told me you were here, just in case you were wondering.” 

She pulled me up on my feet before she continued, “Lizzie, what's going on with you? This behavior isn't like you…at all. I mean, the last time I checked with you- you were still a virgin. Now I find you in a compromising position with not one, but two guys, at the same time,” she said, the frustration in her voice slowly starting to build.

“We've been best friends since we were 8, we've always told each other everything. I mean, I was your first kiss for crying-out-loud,” she said her voice less angry now and more concerned. “Why didn't you ever tell me?   Was it special? How long ago did it happen? And with who?” 

Ugh, she was asking a loaded question...lots of them actually. I pointed in the general direction of where Matt and Brandon were sitting, ignoring Brandon's look of utter confusion before I answered. “I don’t know. I don’t remember. April I think? Maybe May?”

“Lizzie, I love you like a sister, but lately it's like I don't even know who you are anymore. It's like you're living a whole other life or something.” 

I winced at her choice of words. 

“Not to mention all the lies you've been telling lately. You've never been one to tell a lie before. What's changed? Please, just talk to me.”

I couldn't answer her. Not without making her a target on Matt's radar. 

“Oh so you're not even going to answer me?” she asked, still waiting.

I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. I couldn't give her the answers she deserved and I didn't want to lie to her again. 

“Fine Lizzie, call me when you remember who you really are. I hope you keep yourself out of trouble and please, stay safe.” 

Then, I heard her slam the door shut. 

After she was gone, I slumped back down. I crawled up into a ball on the floor, devastated that I had just lost my very best friend, possibly for good.   ℗   

“So, your first kiss was with a girl...nice,” I heard Matt say before Brandon reached over and smacked the back of his head. 

“What the fuck was that for?” Matt yelled. 

“That's because you're a fucking idiot. Do you ever notice anything that goes on around you?” Brandon asked, before walking over and draping a blanket over me. 

“Please tell me Matt. Please tell me.” Brandon continued, his voice gradually getting louder with each word. His anger now getting ready to build into a full on rage at any given moment. “Please fucking tell me that you did not take this girl’s virginity in a dirty bathroom...and then just leave her in a bawled up mess on the floor after!” he screamed. The entire room felt like it was shaking at this point. “A mess that I ended up carrying home that day!”

“I already told you what happened that day. You…” Matt interrupted, before Brandon cut him off. “What about after, then? I mean, look at what you’ve done to her! You know Matt, you've done some really fucked up shit. I mean, really fucked up shit…but this is by far the worst thing that I have ever seen you do, and that's saying a lot,” he roared before taking a step towards the door. 

“You destroyed this girl,” Brandon said solemnly. 

Matt stood up and looked like he wanted to interrupt again, but Brandon cut him off. 

“She may decide to stay with you and if she does then you're the luckiest man alive. I'm fucking done though, stay the fuck out of my life. I mean it,” he said before he walked out of the room. 

Matt left the room moments after.   

 

***

When I woke up the next morning, I headed for the bathroom. I needed a shower. I hadn't seen Matt since the night before. It was starting to get eerie.

I stood in the tub, letting the warm water cascade over my body.

  Moments later, I heard the bathroom door open. Before I could protest, Matt striped his clothes off   and stood in the shower with me. 

“Lizzie?” he said, before spinning me around. 

“Yeah?” 

“Why didn't you panic?” 

I had no clue what he was talking about, so I just ignored him and continued washing myself. 

“Fucking answer me Lizzie,” he growled. 

“I really have no idea what you're talking about.” 

“In the lake, you weren't panicking at all. You know you can't swim Lizzie, why the fuck weren't you panicking? he asked, now looking at me like I was a puzzle he couldn't figure out. “You just let yourself go under.” 

I had nothing to say to that, so I stayed silent.

“Let yourself out when you're done,” he said, before stepping out and closing the door behind him.




 

Chapter 23 ℗

 

 

“Elizabeth Winter.” I heard the announcer call out, before I stepped on stage to receive my diploma. 

The day that I had been anxiously waiting for was finally here. I looked out into the audience and spotted my parents cheering and taking pictures.

I was prepared to feel many different emotions today, but loneliness certainly wasn't one of them and it hit me hard.

I watched as everyone else received their diplomas before me. 

Miranda walked on stage looking so radiant as she blew a kiss to Bill.   Bill and Sean cheering loudly for her in the audience. Sean had looked dignified and confident. Bill looked happy and content as his eyes scanned the audience for Miranda, his face lighting up when he found her. 

Matt had snatched his diploma from the assistant principal and quickly ran off the stage, while screaming “Buccaneers for life,” making everyone in the audience laugh.

Brandon accepted his diploma graciously, quickly stealing a glance toward the sky and letting his dimple show before stepping down. It was so quick, one could easily miss the gesture, but I saw it. 

I noticed everything about him. 

I walked down my school hallways for the last time. I heard murmurs from people making plans for graduation parties that night, exchanging numbers, emails, and talking about what college's they were accepted into. 

I had none of that. 

Matt had taken everything from me and I was trying hard not to wallow in self-pity. 

Matt hadn't spoken or contacted me since his rant in the shower. For the first week I was a nervous wreck, and I kept looking over my shoulder anticipating when he would strike, but he never did. 

He never even showed up at the diner, his little brother Greg carried the torch though and showed up a few times already, so for that I was thankful. 

As happy as I was about Matt's absence from my life...I was equally gutted by Brandon's. 

It was killing me knowing, that infamous night   at the lake house, was the last night we would see one another, with so much left unsaid and so many things unknown. 

I knew deep down it was better that way, kind of like when you have to rip a band aid off a wound. It's just better to get it over with, let it heal, and never look back. 

There was no future for us...there never could be. 

I would never be able to tell him the truth about what Matt really did, and he would always want to know. I had lied to him and hurt him so much, it was irreparable.

While the rest of my graduating class went out and celebrated their accomplishments that night, I went home and slept. I was exhausted.




 

Chapter 24 ℗

 

 

“Are you sure you're gonna be alright closing up by yourself?” my mother asked, before hugging me goodbye.

It was a strange question. I had closed up the diner hundreds of times. 

“Yeah Mom, why wouldn't I be?” I asked, while collecting the stray utensils and cups. 

“I don't know honey, I'm just worried about you lately. You don't seem like yourself. Your friends haven't come by in weeks and all you do is sleep all the time. Are you sure you aren't going through reversed teenage-ism?” she asked, brushing the hair out of my eyes. 

“Mom, you know how I feel about you making up your own words to describe your feelings. If you're the only one who uses them, how can anyone else understand them?” 

“Oh my baby's growing up. You definitely sound like a big time, ivy-league psychology scholar. Who just happens to have a touch of some reversed teenage-ism,” she said before pulling me in for a hug. 

“Oh Lizzie- I forgot to tell you, there's some sort of package with your name on it in the back,” she said, before giving me another hug good-bye and leaving. 

My mother's never been good at hiding surprises, I thought, before laughing out loud, finally going in the back to find whatever it was she was talking about. 

The term package was a little bit of an oversell. It looked like a small bakery box. 

I was about to discard it, thinking that she had mistaken a food delivery for a present, when I looked at it again, and sure enough...it was addressed to me. 

I walked back out to the front and set it on the counter. I opened and to my confusion, a decent sized cupcake was inside. 

Then I remembered. Cupcake. 

Ugh, I hated that stupid fucking name, if I never heard it again in my life it would be too soon. 

I lifted it up, making sure that no fire flames or bombs were visible. 

There weren't any, but there was a note. 

 

Cupcake, 

Hey. I'm in Europe right now. I'm banging some hot chick who doesn't even speak English, and I'm desperately trying to pretend that she’s you. She even has decent sized tit's, they kinda remind me of yours, so it's really not all that bad. But I know deep down, they're not yours, and that really blows. Kind of like that time you blew me in the locker room that day. Okay, clearly I'm not good at this shit, and I highly doubt you'd want me anywhere near you when you're masturbating, telling you how I feel about you, because well, that's been done already, and I like to be original.   

I wasn't lying when I told you I loved you. I'm never going to stop loving you, even after you blew my best friend that guy named Brandon. 

Look, I wasn't lying that day when I told you, he's not a good guy. I mean I know that compared to me, you probably think he's a saint, but just take my advice on this one . 

Anyway, I just wanted to write you, and tell you that I love you for like the millionth time in my life, even though I know you'll never say it back to me, well; except for that one day you did. I wish I didn't fuck things up so bad between us. I wish I was more like a certain someone who we know, in some ways, because then maybe we'd actually stand a chance. 

Maybe I should have just fooled you better, instead of showing you who I really was right from the start. Sure backfired on me, huh?   

You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen in my life. I'll leave you alone for good, because that seems to be the only way that I can prove my love to you without hurting you so fucking much. If I've hurt you enough that you feel like you don't want to be in this world anymore, then I'd say that I really royally fucked this love thing up with you...because there is no world without you Cupcake. Lizzie. At least not for me there isn't. My world only exists when I'm inside you.                                                                                                   

                                                                                                                                                                                                      Matt, QB

 

  I put the letter down on the counter top. I took a deep breath and slowly breathed it out. 

There are no words that I have to explain my feelings while I read that letter from him, there was only a knee-jerk reaction. 

Feeling all the rage, hurt, pain and heartache that Matt had caused in one singular moment...I picked the cupcake up and calmly placed it on the ground. 

Then I started stomping it into a thousand smithereens with my foot. It was exactly what I wished I could do to Matt this entire time. 

I let that fucking cupcake have it. 

“So, I take it you're more of a donut type-of-girl?” A voice interrupted as I was mid-smithereen. 

I looked up to find Brandon looking at me, his dimple on full display, making my heart skip a beat. 

“Yeah, well, anything is better than a cupcake these days,” I said before smiling back at him. 

“I'm leaving tomorrow, so I came to say goodbye. I didn't want to leave things the way they were between us,” he said before walking over to me. 

“Oh. You're leaving a little early for the dorms, aren't you?” I asked, while taking a rag and cleaning the counter-tops. 

“I'm going on vacation for a couple of weeks,   I'll be heading for school after I get back.” 

His eyes were now doing that thing again, making me feel like I was the only person in the room. 

Duh, Lizzie, that's because you are the only person in the room. Get a grip. 

“You and Matt are going to Brown right?” 

I saw fire flash in Brandon's eyes briefly at the mention of Matt's name, making me regret ever saying it. 

“Yeah, you're going to Penn- State,” he said, making it a statement and not a question. 

“Hey, we'll both be on the East Coast, that's kind of cool,” I said, cleaning the same spot on the counter. The one that I knew never came clean...no matter how hard I tried.

“Yeah,” he replied, his expression now angry. 

Ouch, that stung. He can't even stand the thought of being on the same coast as me. 

“Lizzie?” 

“Yeah?”

“Stop cleaning the same spot on the countertop, it's ruined for good,” he said, the double entendre made me wince. 

“Okay. Well, you know, old-buddy, old-pal, it was really great seeing you. It's been fun, we should do this again sometime soon…or not,” I said, before turning around and making myself busy again. 

Why did he even bother coming to say goodbye to me if he was going to act like this? 

He never should have bothered. 

When I noticed that he was still standing there after I turned back around, I became annoyed. 

“The door's right there, in case you forgot,” I said, going back to wiping the same spot on the counter top. 

“I know perfectly well where the damn door is Lizzie,” he said before taking another step toward me. 

God, why did he have to say my name like that?

How did he always manage to make such a simple name, sound so sexy?

No, no, no. I wasn't gonna play on this merry-go-round with him. He's the one that ignored me after what happened at the lake house. He's the one who came here on his own accord and started being cruel to me for no reason. 

A girl can only take so much.

“Lizzie?” 

That's it, I had enough. “God, what? What do you want from me Brandon?” I asked before turning around so I didn't have to look at him. 

“I want you…” was his only reply before coming around to meet me on the same side of the counter.

“Well, you sure have a funny way of showing it,” I said, refusing to look at him.   

“I thought it would be easier that way, I apologize.” 

“See, there you go doing that thing again. That annoying, always in-control thing that you do, especially after saying something that makes me go crazy,” I said, while trying to reach around him and clean. He was making it hard to do, since his stupid big body, with his stupid muscles, kept taking up so much space. 

“I make you go crazy?” he asked, his expression amused. 

Christ, I really need to learn when to shut up sometimes. 

“You make me go crazy too, Lizzie,” he said, taking another step toward me, closing the space between us. 

He eyes searched mine for a moment before his thumb brushed across my lips. 

“Why do you do always do that?” 

He leaned his head toward my neck, his breath causing shivers down my spine before he whispered, “I do that, when I really want to kiss you, but I know that I shouldn't.” 

Well, that response was pure torture. 

”Why...why shouldn't you?” I asked, my voice doing that breathy thing.

He backed up. “No Lizzie. I can't. Haven't you been through enough?” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, my mind in a seductive haze. 

“Lizzie, I know you have a really hard time being honest with people, but I'm gonna let you in on a little secret. I'm not a fucking idiot,” he said, his nostrils now flaring. 

I was quickly brought back to reality. 

“Can you finally tell me the truth now? No more lies.” 

I couldn't, so as per usual- I stayed silent.   

After a few moments had passed, Brandon continued. “Fine. I'll tell you what's on my mind then. Your best friend spilled the beans about you being a virgin that day at the lake house. In fact, she pretty much inadvertently spilled the beans about your complete lack of any kind of sexual history. I mean, I'm not judging, but I don't know a lot of girls whose first kiss was their female best friend. I don’t know a lot of girls who kept their virginity until they were 18, all so they could lose it in a dirty bathroom...to the guy who always made fun of them. And frankly Lizzie, I don’t know a lot of girls period…who would be willing to go down on six guys in succession, at a party, like it was no big deal,” he said, pausing briefly, waiting for a response from me. 

I had nothing, all I could do was stand there and wait to hear what he had to say next. 

Sighing in frustration, he continued on. “Okay, I'm just gonna lay it out here, forgive me for being blunt, but let's just say, that as someone who's had way more sexual partners then you have. I think I know a lot more about it then you do...and after that day I got to thinking about you. In fact, I've thought about you quite a lot lately...and I've noticed a few inconsistencies regarding your behavior and the lies that you tell.” 

I held my breath, fearing that he was too close to the truth. 

I took a step back, preparing for the blow of a lifetime. 

“Lizzie, I'm not going to hurt you, why are you looking at me like that?” 

“Just finish what you were saying,” I said before taking two steps away from him. 

“Fine,” he continued. “In fact, that right there. You just proved one of my points now. If you really liked rough sex, being hit, being choked, and being humiliated. You know, all of that good stuff that he's into. Then why is your first instinct to run away, or to brace yourself for the worst, whenever someone so much as raises their voice around you? If you really got off on all that stuff, then why were you laying there hysterically crying while touching yourself? Why did I have to step up to the plate, in order to get you through that? 

“That's a pretty standard thing Lizzie, at least for those of us who already have a decent amount of sexual experience, certainly nothing to cry over. If you're into all this stuff that he's into and go along willingly, then how come you let him take the lead that night when it came to seducing me? How come you were such a nervous wreck and shaking like a fucking leaf when he told you to give me a blow job. Which again, is another standard sexual thing. It got to the point that I had to physically leave the damn room that night, because I thought I was going to get sick. That's why I closed my eyes, it wasn't because I was oh-so turned on in those moments. It was because I got so fucking sick, while trying to figure out what the fuck goes through your head and why you put yourself through the things you do,” he finally finished. 

“Get out! Get out now!” I screamed, before pushing him away with all the anger I had in my body. Unfortunately, I was no match against him and he barely even budged. 

“No. I'm not going anywhere Lizzie. Tough shit. I want answers. Now!” he screamed, while taking a step toward me. 

His kind eyes were now the darkest I've ever seen them and chilling me to the bone. 

It was starting to remind me of the one person I hated the most in this world. 

“You're just like him!” I shouted at the top of my lungs, making him step back in shock. 

He lunged forward, “I'm nothing like him!” he roared, while pounding his fist on the counter, making it rattle. 

Something snapped in me then. I did the only thing I could do, I broke down. 

I cried so hard, I didn't even realize that he had cradled me against him and we fell onto the floor.

My sobs went far beyond mascara streaks and a stuffy nose. My cries reached into my very soul, and purged whatever it had left in it. 

For hours, Brandon held me as I cried, never complaining, never saying a word. He just held me and cradled me in his arms, reminding me of the time he found me in the bathroom that horrible day.

I finally spoke, my voice was now so sore and raspy that Brandon had to lean his head down in order to hear me. “Thank you for... this.” I motioned to his arms around me, before I shifted and sat up against his chest, listening to his heart beat fast. 

“Thank you for everything you did that night, at the lake house. Matt wanted to humiliate me, and it was working, until you stepped in and took control. I know you didn't mean any of the things you said while I was, you know. And that's okay, I get it, trust me. I know all too well, what it's like to be forced to say things you really don't mean, in order to make something go by quicker and end. Thank you for saying those things though, because I really don't know how I would have gotten through it without you. It was really kind of you,” I finally finished, feeling like I was starting to babble. 

Brandon kissed the top of my head and cleared his throat before finally speaking. “Lizzie. I stepped up and got you through the experience, but I never once said that the things I told you while you were touching yourself were false. I meant every single word I said to you that night.” 

He seemed distracted by something on the floor. “What's this?” he asked as he picked up Matt's letter.

“Memoirs of a psychopath,” I muttered. 

He gave me an odd look before he handed it back to me. 

“Brandon? Can I ask you something?” 

“You can ask me anything you want,” he said, before kissing the top of my head again. 

“Why'd you come back that night? That night, after my failed attempt at seducing you, and you left. Why'd you come back? What's the real reason?” I asked, looking up at him. 

He took a deep breath, before he answered. “Well number one, you didn't fail at seducing me that night. He failed at seducing me that night. You seduced me very well, I might add, especially while you were on that bed looking up at me.” 

He then sat up completely and tilted my chin up to look at him. “Number two, the real reason I came back, was because he had already put you through so much at that point. There was no way in hell, that I was going to stand by and let him have all those guys take advantage of you. Even though you said it was okay. There was no way I could just stand by and let your next sexual experience, be given to you by someone who didn't love you.” 

Those words sent a flutter through my heart and I couldn’t help but smile. 

“Brandon?” I asked, suddenly feeling bold. 

“Yes, Lizzie?” 

“Make love to me,” I said, before straddling him. 

I unbuttoned my shirt, and let it fall, intentionally grinding against him in my bra. 

I heard him sigh and he closed his eyes. “Lizzie.” 

“Yeah?” I answered, my voice sounding like I was in heat, while I continued to grind against him. 

“Put your shirt back on,” he said softly before lifting me up and setting me back down beside him. 

Then, he stood up. 

Wow, this rejection stung. It hurt so much more than I ever thought humanly possible. 

After putting my shirt back on. I finally stood.

“How can you say you love me, if you don't even want to have sex with me? Why do you keep rejecting me? You rejected me back when you thought I was a slut, and you're rejecting me now that you know I don't have a lot of sexual experience. Am I doing something wrong? What's wrong with me? Why am I never good enough for you?” I asked, looking down.

“There is absolutely nothing wrong with you. I'm not rejecting you because I want to Lizzie. I'm rejecting you because I have to, because it's the right thing to do. You're going to   go off to college, and you're going to have hundreds of guys worshiping you, as they should be. You're going to have good memories. You're gonna go on dates, and you're going to have sweet, romantic kisses after those dates. You're going to have guys sweeping you off your feet. 

“You're going to meet someone, a real man. A man who will be patient and wait for you, because he knows you're worth it. A man who will realize exactly what he has when he looks at you. A man who will never ever fail to protect you. The way that I should have…the way that I failed to do. So no, Lizzy. It's not you who's not good enough for me…it's me who's not good enough for you,” he said before sweeping his thumb across my lips and holding me in a tight embrace. 

After a few moments he spoke again. “Please don't take this the wrong way, but I have to get out of here. My plane leaves in an hour-and-a half.” 

I looked at the clock and realized that it was now past 4 in the morning. 

“Okay, I understand,   I'm sorry I kept you so long.” 

“Lizzie, there is nowhere else in the world that I'd rather be, than with you,” he said before making his way toward the door. 

“Hey. I never asked you. Where are you going for your vacation?” 

“Europe,” he replied, closing the door behind him. 

Another hour had passed before I realized that Matt's letter was missing.




 

Epilogue

 

 

(Excerpt from Book 2- “Always Comes To Light.”)

 

I had been at Penn- State for about 6 weeks now.

I loved my classes. I loved the knowledge. I loved the campus. I loved the atmosphere.

I even loved my crazy roommate. 

I couldn't even remember the last time I had felt so at peace with my life.

College was everything I could have ever hoped for and more.

I smiled at the sun as I strolled through the courtyard, sipping on an iced coffee while waiting for my next class to start. 

I watched a group of dancers perform. I listened as the student council told people their goals for the semester. I watched the drama club perform a skit. I listened to the poetry club recite beautiful rhymes.

I looked ahead as I saw the football team parade around in their uniforms, giving one another high-fives.

I closed my eyes and breathed in the refreshing, first-of-the fall air.

I was so enamored by my surroundings, I didn't even notice that someone in a blue and white uniform had slowly make their way towards me. 

Whoever they were, they sure had charisma by the bucket loads. I couldn't keep my eyes off them…even from so far away. They now had my undivided attention. 

I smiled at them and since I was feeling extra friendly today, I waved at this fascinating mystery man. 

My eyes were glued to them as they in turn waved back to me. 

I was so captivated, I never noticed that another person was now walking toward me, until they started picking up their pace. It was now lightening speed. 

Almost like they were charging right for me. 

I looked up as the person charging toward me finally appeared right before me.

“Hey, I'm sorry. You don't know me, but we're in the same class. Professor Thomas's psych 101 class to be exact. Anyway, you forgot your notebook in class today; so I wanted to make sure that I caught up with you, so I could give it to you.” 

I looked up as this talkative guy with sandy brown hair and friendly features handed me my notebook. 

“Thank you, I really appreciate it,” I said, while fishing around for my bag so I could put it back where it belonged.

I finally decided to just set it on top of my bag and put it in later. 

“Oh no problem, it was my pleasure. Look, I know this is gonna sound weird and all, but can I maybe, take you out for a cup of coffee sometime?” he asked, anxiously awaiting my reply. 

Not wanting to be rude and because I was thankful for my notebook, I agreed. 

“By the way, my name is Dave.” 

“Hi Dave, I'm...” 

“You're Liz Winter,” he said, finishing my sentence. 

I took a deep breath, because honestly…this interaction was starting to creep me out a little bit, and I didn't know why. 

I mean, he seemed nice enough. 

My intuition was telling me that something was not right, and that I needed to listen to it and get the hell out of there. 

He must have sensed the shift in my sudden deterring demeanor.   “Your name, it's on your book silly, see? Here, look,” he said while bending down to pick up my notebook. 

Feeling like an idiot now, I looked up at him to apologize. 

That's when I noticed that the football guy I was flirting with before, had taken off their helmet. 

Their shiny blond hair glistened in the sun, and my eyes dropped down meet theirs. 

Their dark eyes stared back at me. Darker eyes then I had ever seen before…except for him. 

That's when I realized who it was I was looking at. 

“See? I'm not like a psychopath or anything Liz, ha-ha get it? Because you know, we're psych majors,” I heard Dave say, right before I took off running. 
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If I'm not researching, paying off student loan debt, or writing a novel you can usually find me watching my favorite series on Netflix, or stealing my fiances t-shirts.

Check my amazon page for future novels. Also, feel free to start a discussion board/or leave a review if you're so inclined. I value and appreciate all my fans reviews, thoughts, and discussions, as well as their time. Each and every single one of you are important to me. Thanks for believing in me and giving me a shot. It has meant more to me then you'll ever know.

~ Happy Reading ~


Facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/pages/Ashley-Jade/788137781302982

 

Other Books Written By Ashley Jade (all available on Amazon)

What Happens In the Dark (Book 1)

Comes To Light (What Happens in The Dark Series, Book 2)

Against The Darkest Shadow(What Happens in The Dark Series, Book 3)

The Black Widow Club

The Best Deception
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